Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



/ 



Tf 






1 



\ 




r 

I 



THE POETICAL WOBKS 



OF 



JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL. 



i» 




r 



I 

1 



J 



THE 



POETICAL WOlUtti- 



ILWM. 



or 



JAMES R. LOWELL. 



QoaDsum^ IN TWO tolxwes 



YOTJ7MZ I. 



BOSTON: - 
TICKNOR AND FIKI^DS. 



P 



Sntared aoeording to Act of Oongress, in the year 1857, by 

Jamh Russkll Lowell, 

in tbe Clefk^s OfiBoe of the District Ctoart of the District <4 

liaBsachusetts. 



\ 



I. 



THIS VOLUME, 

ORIGINALLY INSCRIBED WITH HIS NAMB« 

FOURTEEN YEARS AGO, IS RE-DBDICATID, WITH 

STILL-RENEWING AFFECTION, TO 

WILLIAM PAGE, 
In R(tME. 




CONTENTS OF VOLUME L 

mSOXLLANSOlA POXMB. 

riti 

IhrenodiA 1 

The SireoB ft 

Iren^ ••• 9 

Serenade IS 

With a pressed Flower 18 

The Beggar 14 

My Love 16 

Summer Storm 18 

Love 21 

To Perdita, singiiig 28 

The Moon 28 

Bemembered Music 28 

Song: toM.L 29 

AUegra 80 

TheFountain 82 

Ode 84 

The Fatherland 89 

The Forlorn 40 

Midnight 48 

A Prayer 4ft 

The Heritage 40 

The Sose: a Ballad 48 

A Legend of Brittany 51 

Prometheus 76 

Song 80 

Boealine 88 

The Shepherd of King Admetus 91 

The Token 88 

An Incident in a Railroad Oar 96 

Khoccus 99 

The Falcon 104 

Trial 106 

A Requiem 100 

A Parable 108 



V 



TIU CONTENTS. 

VAGI 

' A Glance behind the Gnrtam 110 ; » 

Song 120 5 

A Onippewa Legend 131 

Stanzas on Free£>m 125 

Columbus 127 

An Incident of the Fire at Hambuig 186 • 

ThoSowor 139 

Hanger and Cold 141 

TheLandlord 144 ! ^ 

Toa Pine-Tree 146 j 

Si Descendero in Infemum, ades 148 

To the Past 160 

Tothe Future 168 

Hebe 156 

The Search 157 '\ 

'The Present Crisis. i-<<". 160 ! 

An Indian Summer Reyerie 165 

The Growth of the Legend 177 

A Contrast 181 

Extreme Unction 182 

The Oak 185 ; 

Ambrose 187 i 

Above and Below 100 

The Captive 192 

The Birch-tree 195 j 

An Interview with Miles Standish 197 | 

On the Capture of certain Fugitive Slaves near Wash- | 

Ington 202 . ; 

To the Dandelion '205 

The Ghost-Seer 207 

Studies for Two Heads 213 i 

•On a Portrait of Dante, by Giotto 217 1 



On the Death of a Friend's Child 219 

Eurydice 222 ! 

She came and went 226 

The Changeling 226 I 

The Pioneer 228 1 

Longing 281 I 

Ode to France 238 

A Parable 240 t 

Ode on the Introduction of Cochituate Water 242 

Lines on the Graves of two English Soldiers 244 

To— ^ 246 

Freedom 248 



CONTENTS. IX 

Bibllolatres 2M 

Beaver Brcx>k 262 

MSfOSIAL TVBffiB. 

Kossutb 254 

To Lamartine 256 

To John G. Palfrey 259 

To W. L. Garrison 2«2 

On the Death of Charles T. Torrej 264 

£legy on the Death of Dr. Channing 266 

To tlie Memory of Hood 269 

SONNETS. 

I. ** Thnmgh suffering and sovroir »» Vfl 

II. "What were I, Love" 272 

III. " I would not have this perfect love '* 278 

IV. " For this true nobleness " 274 

- V. To the spirit of Keats. ^... 276 

VI. " Great Truths are portions of the soul " J . . 276 

Vn. "I ask not for those thoughts" 277 

VUI. ToM. W., on her birthday 278 

IX. " My Love, I have no fear*» ;. . 279 

X. ''I cannot think that thou ** 280 

XI. " There never yet was flower" 281 

Xn. Sub pondere crescit 282 

Xin. " Bek>ved, in the noisy city here '* 288 

XIV. On reading Wordsworth*s Sonnets in De- 
fence of Capital Punishment 284 

XV. The Same continued 285 

XVI. The Same continued 286 

XVIL The Same continued 287 

XVIII. The Same continued 288 

XIX. The Same concluded 289 

XX. ToM. 0. S 290 

XXI. " Our love is not a fading, earthly flower " . . 291 

XXILhi Absence 292 

XXIIL Wendell Phimps 293 

XXI V. The S treet 294 

XXV. "I grieve not that ripe knowledge** 295 

XXVI. To J. R. Giddhigs 206 

XXVn. " I thought our love at mil" 297 

L' Envoi 298 - 

The Vision of Sir Lauufal 302 



^ 



\ 



"^ 



I 



MISCELLANEOUS POEBCS. 



THRENODIA. 

€rONiB, 0one from vb I and ahaU we tea 
Those mb[^4eaYes of destiny. 
Those cafan eyes, neTennore ? 
Those deep, dark eyes so wann and bi%ht| 
Wherein me fortunes of Idie man 
Lay slnmbering in prophetic ligfati 
In characters a child mifffat scan ? 
So blight, and ffone fortn ottezlyl 
O stem word— ^eTermote 1 

The Stan of tiiose two gentle eyes 
Will shine no more on earth ; 
Quenched are the hopes tibat had tiieir biii^ 
As we watched them slowly nse. 
Stars of a mother^s fiite ; 
And she would read than o^er and o^er. 
Pondering as she sate, 
Over their dear astrology. 
Which she had conned and conned befi)i% 
Deeming she needs most read azig^ 
What was writ so passing bright. 
And jet, alas ! she knew not why. 
Her Y<nce would fiUter in its soog^ 

TOI.. I. 1 



2 THRENODIA. 

And tears would slide from out her eye. 
Silent, as they were doing wrong. 

stem word — Nevermore I 

The tongue that scarce had learned to claim 
An entrance to a mother's heart 
fiy that dear talisman, a mother's name* 
Sleeps all forgetfiil of its art I 

1 loved to see the infant soul 
^ow nughty in the weakness 
Of its untutored meekness I) 
Peep timidly from out its nest, 
His lips, the while, 

Fluttering with haJf-fledged words, 

Or hushing to a smile 

That more than words expressed. 

When his slad mother on him stole 

And snatched him to her breast I 

O, thoughts were brooding in those ejres, 

That would have soared l&e strong-wmged Inrds 

Far, far, into the skies, 

Gladdins the earth with song. 

And guying harmonies. 

Had he but tarried with us long ! 

O stem word — ^Nevermore I 

How peaeeftilly they rest, 
Crossfolded there 
Upon his little breast. 

Those small, white hands that ne'er were still before, 
But ever sported with his mother's hair. 
Or the plam cross that on her breast she wore ! 
Her heart no more will beat 
To feel the touch of that soft palm, 
That ever seemed a new surprise 
Sending dad thoughts up to ner eyes 
To bless him with th«!r holy calm, — 
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Sweet thoughts ! they made her ejes as sweet 

How quiet are the hands 

That wove those pleasant bands ! 

But that they do not rise and sink 

With his calm breathing, I should think 

That he were dropped asleep. 

Alas I too de^, too deep 

Is this his slumber ! 

Time scarce can number 

The years ere he will wake again. 

O, may we see his eyelids open then I 

O stem word — ^Nevermore f 

As the tury gossamere, 
Floating in uie sunlight clear, 
Where'er it toucheth clingeth ti^tlr. 
Bound glossy leaf or stump unsightly^ 
So from his spirit wanderea out 
Tendrils spreading all about, 
Ejiitting all things to its thrall 
With a perfect love of all : 
O stem word — ^Nevermore I 

He did but float a little way 
Adown the stream of time, 
With dreamy eyes watching the ripples play. 
Or listening their faiiy chime ; 
His slender sail 
Ne'er felt the gale ; 
He did but float a little way, 
And, putting to the shore 
While yet 'twas early day. 
Went calmly on his way, 
To dwell with us no more I 
No jarring did he feel, 
No gratins on his vessel's keel ; 
A strip 01 silver sand 
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Mingled the waters with the land 
Where he was seen no more : 
O stem word — ^Nevermore I 

Full short his journey was ; no dust 
Of earth unto his sandab clave ; 
The weary weight that old men must, 
He bore not to the grave. 
He seemed a cherub who had lost his way 
And wandered hither, so his stay 
Y^th us was short, and 'twas n&ost meet 
That he should be no delver in earth's clod 
Nor need to pause and cleanse his feet 
To stand before his Grod : 
O blest word — ^Evermore 1 
1889. 



THE SIREN& 

The sea is lonely, the sea is dreaij, 
Tbe sea is restless and uneas^r ; 
Tbou seekest quiet, thoa art weary. 
Wandering thou knowest not wbiAer}^ 
Our fitde isle is green and breezy. 
Come and rest thee 1 O come himer ; 
Come to this peacefbl home of onxs, 

Where evermore 
The low west-wind creeps panlinff op the ahara 
To be at rest among tiie^^wm; 
Full of rest, the green moss lifts, 

As the duk wares of tibe sea 
Draw in and oat of rocky rifts, 

Calling solemnly to thee 
With T<Hoes deep and hollow^ — 
*< To the shore 

Follow 1 O, follow 1 
To be at rest foreyermore I 
Forevermore I" 

Look how the gray old Ocean 
From the depth S lus heart rejoices, 
HeaYins with a gentle motion. 
When he hears oor resCfbl yoices ; 
list how he sings in an onder-tone, 
Chiming with oor melody ; 
And all sweet sounds of earth and air 
Melt into one low y<nce alone, 
That mnimnrs oyer the weaiy sea. 
And seems to sing fixxn eyerywhere, — 
^ Here mayst thoa harbor peacefnlly, 
Here mayst thoa rest from the aching oar; 



• THE SIRENS. 

Turn thy curved prow ashore, 
And in our green isle rest forevermore I 

Forevermore ! ** 
And Echo half wakes in the wooded hill, 
And, to her heart so calm and deep, 
Murmurs over in her sleep, 
Doubtfully pausing and murmuring still, 
" Evermore 1 *' 

Thus, on Life's weary sea, 
Heareth the marinere 
Voices sweet, from far and nesf, 
Ever singing low and clear, 
Ever singing longingly. 

Is it not better here to be. 
Than to be toilins late and soon ? 
In the dreary ni^t to see 
Nothing but the blood-red moon 
Gk) up and down into the sea ; 
Or, in the loneliness of day. 

To see the still seals only 
Solemnly lift their faces gray. 

Making it yet more lonely ? 
Is it not better, than to hear 
Only the sliding of the wave 
Beneath the plank, and feel so near 
A cold and lonely grave, 
A restless grave, where Ihou shalt lie 
Even in death unquiedy ? 
Look down beneath thy wave-worn bark, 

Lean over the side and see 
The leaden eye of the sidelong shark 
Upturned patiently. 

Ever waiting there for thee : 
Look down and see those shapeless forms, 

Which ever keep their dreamless sleep 

Far down within the gloomy deep, 



THB aiBBNa. 1 

And only stir tibemBelyeftin stonaSf 
Bising like islands firom beneath, 
And snorting through the angrj sprajy 
As the fraSl vessel perisheth 
In the whirls of their unwieldy pUj ; 

Look down I Look down f 
Upon the seaweed, slimy and dark. 
That waves its arms so lank and brown, 

Beckonins for thee I 
Look down beneath thy wave-worn bark 
Into the cold depth of the sea ! 
Look down I Look down ! 

Thus, on Life's lonely sea, 
Heareth the marinere 
Voices sad, from £sur and near, 
Ever singing full of fear, 
Ever singing drearfullj. 

Here all is pleasant as a dream ; 
The wind scarce shaketh down the dew, 
The green grass floweth like a stream 
Into the ocean's blue ; 
Listen ! O, listen I 
Here is a gush of many streams, 

A song of many birds, 
And every wish and lon^g seems 
Lulled to a numbered flow of words, — 

Listen I O, listen 1 
Here ever himi the golden bees 
Underneath fuU-blossomed trees. 
At once with glowing fruit and flowers crowned ^ 
The sand is so smooui, the yellow sand, 
That thy keel will not grate as it touches the land; 
All around with a sltunberous soimd. 
The singing waves slide up the strand. 
And there, where the smooth, wet pebbles be, 
The waters gurgle longingly, 
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As if they fain would seek the shore, 
To be at rest from the ceaseless roar, 
To be at rest foreyermore, — 
Forevermore. 

Thus, on Life's gloomy sea, 

Heareth the marinere 

Voices sweet, from far and near, 

Ever singing in his ear, 

'* Here is rest and peace for thee I 

JSUXTASKKl, J^y, 1840. 
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Heks is a spirit deep, and crjstal-clear ; 
Calmlj beneath her earnest fiice it lies. 
Free without boldness, mecAc without a fear. 
Quicker to look than speak its sympathies ; 
Far down into her lai^ge and patient ejes 
I gaze, deep-drinking of the uufiniie, 
Ab, in the mid-watch of a clear, still night, 
I look into the fathomless blue skies. 

So circled lives she with Love's holy liditi 
That from the shade of self she walkethfree ; 
The garden of her soul still keepeth she 
An £iden where the snake did never enter ; 
She hath a natural, wise sincerity, 
A simple truth^ness, and these have lent her 
A dignity as moveless as the centre ; 
So vSait no influence of earth can stir 
Her steadfast courage, nor can take away 
The holy peacefulness, which, nijg^ht and day. 
Unto her queenly soul doth minister. 

Most gentle is she ; her lai^ charity 
(An all unwitting, childlike sift in her) 
"Sat freer is to give than me&. to bear; 
And, though herself not unacauaint with cara, 
Hath in her heart wide room for all that be^— 
Her heart that hath no secrets of its own, 
But open is as eglantine fall blown. 
Cloudless forever is her brow serene, 
Speaking calm hope and trust within her, whenoe 
Welleth a noiseless spring of patience. 
That keepeth all her life so fredi, so green 
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And full of holiness, that every look, 
The greatness of her woman's soul revealingy 
Unto me bringeA blessing, and a feeling 
As when I re»l in God's own holy book. 

A gracionsness in giving that doth make 
The small'st gift greatest, and a sense most meek 
Of worthiness, that doth not fear to take 
From others, but which always fears to speak 
Its thanks in utterance, for the giver's sake ^ 
The deep religion of a thankful heart, 
Which rests instinctively in Heaven's law 
With a full peace, that never can depart 
From its own steadfastness ; — a holy awe 
For holy things, — not those winch men call hoLjf 
But such a» are revealed to the eyes 
Of a true woman's soul bent down and lowly 
Before the face of daily mvsteries ;^ — 
A love that blossoms soon, but ripens slowly 
To the full goldenness of fruitfoi prime, 
Enduring mth a firmness that defies 
All shallow tricks of circumstance and time, 
By a suie insight knowing where to cling, 
Aiid where it clingeth never withering; — 
These are Irene's dowry, which no fate 
Can shake from their serene, deep-builded state. 

In-seeing symp^y is hers, which chasteneth 
No less than loveth, scorning to be bound 
Y^th fear of blame, and yet which ever hasteneth 
To pour the balm of kind looks on the wound, 
If they be wounds which such sweet teaching makei» 
Giving itself a pang for others' sakes ; 
No want of faim, £at clulls with sidelong eye. 
Hath she ; no jealousy, no Levite pride 
That passeth by upon the other side ; 
For in her soul there never dwelt a lie. 
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Bight fixxm the hand of God her ^irit came 
Unstained, and she hath ne'er fimotten wfaenoe 
It came, nor wandered fiur fiom tbence. 
But laboreth to keep her still die same. 
Near to her place ot birth, that she maj not 
SoA her yrhite raiment with an eardilj ^pot 

Yet sets she not her sonl so steadily 
Above, that she foigets her ties to earth. 
But her whole thoo^ would ahnost seem to be 
How to make glad one lowlv hmnan heartli ; 
For with a gentle coun^ Ae doth strive 
In thought and wcwd and feeling so to five 
As to nudce earth next heaven ; and her beaii 
Herein dodi diow its most ezceecfing worth, 
That, bearing in oor frailty her jnst part. 
She hath not dinmk from evils of this fife, 
But hath gone cahnly forth into the strife. 
And all its sins and sorrows hath withstood 
With Iciiy^ strength of padent womanhood : 
For this I love her ffreat sool more than all, 
That, heajkg boond, like ns, with earthly thrall, 
She walks so bright and beaven-Gke diera%— * 
Too wise, too m^k, too womanly, to sin. 

like a lone star throogfa riven stoniKdoiids m 
By sailors, tempest4x)ss'd upon the sea, 
Telling of rest and peacefol heavens nig^ 
Unto my sool her star-like sool hath been. 
Her sight as fall of hope and '^alm to me ;— - 
For sl^ nnto herself hadi bmlded hi^ 
A home serene, wherein to lay her head, 
Earth's noblest thing, a Woman perfected. 
1840. 
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SEBENADE. 

From the close-shtit windows gleams no spaik. 
The night is chilly, the night is dark, 
The poplars shiver, the pine-trees moan, 
M7 hair by the autumn oreeze is blown, 
Under thy window I sing alone, 
Alone, alone, ah woe I alone I 

The darkness is pressing coldly around. 
The windows shake with a lonely sound, 
The stars are hid and the ni^ht is drear. 
The heart of dlence throbs m thine ear, 
In thy chamber thou sittest alone. 
Alone, alone, ah woe ! alone I 

The world is happy, the world is wide, 
Kind hearts are beating on every side ; 
Ah, why should we lie so coldly curled 
Alone in the shell of this great world ? 
Why should we any more be alone ? 
Alone, alone, ah woel alone! 

O, 'tis a bitter and dreary word. 
The saddest by man's ear ever heard I 
We each are young, we each have a hearti 
Why stand we ever coldly apart ? 
Must we forever, then, be alone ? 
Alone, alone, ah woe ! alone 1 

1840. 
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WITH A PRESSED FLOWER. 

This little iSower from afar 
Hath come from other lands to thine ; 
For, once, its white and drooping star 
Could see its shadow in the lUiine. 

Perchance some fair-haired German maid 
Hath plucked one from the self-same stalk. 
And numbered over, half aMid, 
Its petals in her eyening walk. 

" He loYCs me, Iotos me not," she cries ; 
'' He loves me more than eulh or heaven t" 
And then glad tears have filled her eyes 
To find the number was uneven. 

And thou must count its petals well, 
Because it is a gift from me ; 
And the last one of all shall tell 
Something Pve often told to thee. 

But here at home, where we were bom, 
Thou wilt find flowers just as true, 
Down-bending eveir summer mom 
With fi-eshness of New-England dew. 

For Nature, ever kind to love. 
Hath granted them the same sweet tongiie, 
Whether with German skies above, 
Or here our granite rocks among. 
1840. 
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THE BEGGAB. 

A BEOGAR through the world am I,—- 
From place to place I wander by. 
FiU op my pilgrim's scrip for me, 
For Christ's sweet sake and charity I 

A litde of thy stead&stness, 

Bounded with leafy gracefiilness, 

Old oak, giv* me, — 

That the world's blasts may round me blow, 

And I yield gently to and fro, 

While my stout-hearted trunk below 

And firm-set roeis unshaken be. 

Some of th}r stem, un3riekling m^t, 
Enduring still through day and mght 
Rude tempest-shock and withering bli^t,— 
That I may keep at bay 
The changeful April e&y of chance 
And the ^rong tide of circumstance,— 
Giye me, old granite gray 

Some of thy pensiveness serene, 

Some of thy neyer-dying green. 

Put in this scrip of mine, — 

That srie& may fall like snow-flakes light. 

And deck me in a robe of white. 

Beady to be an angel bright, — 

O sweetly-moumM pine. 

A little of thy merriment. 

Of thy sparMing, lisht content. 

Give me, my cheerral brook, — 
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That I may still be fiill of glee 
And gladsomeness, where'er I be, 
Though fickle fiiie hath prisoned me 
In some neglected nook. 

Te haye been Tenr kind and good 
To me, since Pve been in the wood ; 
Te hare gone nigh to fill my heart ; 
But cood-bye, kmd firiends, eveiy one, 
Pve rar to so ere set of smi ; 
Of all good tiunss I woold have part, 
The day was high ere I could start, 
And so my journey's scarce b^;an. 

Heaven help me 1 how could I foiget* 
To beg of thee, dear violet ! 
Some of thy modesty, * 
That blossoms here as well, unseen, 
As if befiure the world thoa'dst 
O, give, to strengthen me. 

1880. 
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MY LOVE. 

I. 

Not as all other wQmen are 
Is she that to my soul is dear ; 
Her glorious fancies come from &Tf 
Beneath the silver evening-star, 
And yet her heart is ever near. 

II. 

Great feelings hath she of her own, 
Which lesser souls may never know ; 
Grod giveth them to her alone, 
And sweet they are as any tone 
Wherewith thfpdnd may choose to blow. 

m. 

Yet in herself she dwelleth not. 
Although no home were half so fair; 
No simplest duty is forgot, 
Life hath no dim and lowly spot 
That doth not in her sunshine share. 

IV. 

She doeth little kindnesses. 
Which most leave undone, or despise ; 
For naught that sets one heart at ease, 
And giveth hapi>iness or peace. 
Is low-esteemed in her eyes. 

V. 

She hath no scorn of common thinffs. 
And, though she seem of other birOi, 
Bound us ner heart entwines and clings, 
And patiently she folds her wings 
To tread the humble paths of eartL 
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VI. 

Blessing she is : God made her so, 
And deeds cf weekday holinesi 
Fall from her noiseless as the snow, 
Nor hath she ever chanced to know 
That aogfat wera easier than to hlea. 

vn. 

She is most fieur, and thereunto 
Her life doth rightly hannonize ; 
Feefijwg or thought that was not tme 
Ne'er made less beautifhl the blue 
Uncloaded heaven of her eyes. 

vm. 

She is a woman : one in itkntx 
The spring-time of her childish yean 
Hath never lost its fresh perlKnne, 
Though knowing well that life hath 
For many blights and many tean. 



I loye her with a love as stQl 
As a broad river^s peaoeM mi^ti 
Which, by hi^h tower and lowly nuD, 
Goes wandermg at its own will. 
And yet doth ever flow aright 



And, on its full, deep breast serene. 

Like quiet isles my duties lie ; 

It flows around them and between^ 

And makes them fresh and fiur and greeny 

Sweet homes whereiB to live and die. 

1840. 
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SUMMER STOSM. 

Untbemulous in the river clear, 
Toward tibe sky's image, hangs the imaged bridge 

So still the air that I can hear 
The slender clarion of the unseen midge; 

Out of the stillness, with a gathering creep, 
Like rising wind in leaves, which now decreasety 
Now lulls, now swells, and all the while increases, 

The huddling trample of a drove of sheep 
Tilts the loose planks, and then as gradually ceases 

In dust on the other side ; life's emblem deep, 
A confused noise between two silences. 
Finding at last in dffct precarious peace. 
On the wide marsh the purple-blossomed grasses 

Soak up the sunshine ; sleeps the brimming tide, 
Save when the wedge-shaped wake in silence passes 

Of some slow water-rat, whose sinuous glide 

Wavers the long green sedge's shade from side 
to side; 
But up the west, like a rock-shivered surge. 

Climbs a great cloud edged with sun-whitened 

Huge wnirls of foam boil toppling o'er its veise, 
Aad fidling still it seems, and yet it cfimb 
alway. 

Suddenly all the sky is hid 
As with the shutting of a lid, 
One by one great drops are falling 

Doubtfol and slow, 
Down the pane they are crookedly crawling^ 

And the wind breathes low; 
fiUowly the drcles widen on the river. 
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WUen and mingle, one and all ; 
Here and there the denderer flowers duTefi 
Struck by an icy rain-drop's &U. 

Kow on the hills I hear the thunder matter, 

The wind is gathering in the west ; 
The upturned leaves first whiten and flutter, 

Tnen droop to a fitful rest ; 
Up from the stream with sluggish flap 
Struggles the gull and floats away; 
Nearer and nearer rolls the thunder-dap^ — 
We shall not see the sun so down to^y : 
Kow leaps the wind on the ueepy manh. 

And tramples the grass with terrified feet. 
The starded liyer turns leaden and harsh. 
You can hear the quick heart cf the tempeil 
beat. ^ 

Look! look! that livid flash I 
And instantly follows the rattling thunder, 
As if some cloud-crag, split asuiSer, 

Fell, splinterinff with a ruinous crash. 
On the Earth, which crouches in silence under ; 

And now a solid gray wall of rain 
Shuts off the Ismdscape, mile by mile ; 

For a breath's space I see the blue wood affain, 
And, ere the next heart-beat, the wind-hurled pik^ 
That seemed but now a league alooi^ 
Burets crackling o'er the sun-parched roof; 
Against the windows the stonn comes dashing, 
Through tattered foliage the hail tears crashing 
The blue lightning flashes. 
The rapid hail clashes. 
The white waves are tumbling, 

And, in one baffled roar, 
like the toothless sea mumbling 
A rock-bristled shore. 
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The tibiunder is rumblins 
And crashing and crumbling,-^ 
Will silence return never more ? 

Hush ! Stall as death, 
The tempest holds his breath 
As from a sudden will ; 
The rain stops short, but from the eaves 
Tou see it drop, and hear it from the leavety 
All is so bodingly still ; 
Agiun, now, now, again 
Plashes the rain in heavy gouts. 
The crinkled Ughtimig 
Seems ever brightemng, 
And loud and long 
Again the thunder shouts 
His battle-song, — 
One quivering flash, 
One wildering crash, 
Followed by silence dead and dull, 
As if uie cloud, let go, 
Leapt bodilj below 
To whelm the earth in one mad overthrow, 
And then a total InlL 

Grone, gone, so soon I 
No more my luJf-crazed fancy there 
Can shape a giant in the air, 
No more I see his streaming hair. 
The writhing portent of his lonn ; — 
The pale and quiet moon 
Makes her calm forehead bare. 
And the last fragpients of the storm. 
Like shattered riggmg from a fight at seaf 
Silent and few, are dnfring over me* 

1889. 
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LOVE. 

r&UB Love is but a humble, low-bom thing, 
And hath its food served up in earthen ware ; 
It is a thing to walk with, hand in hand, 
Through the every-dayness of this work-day worldi 
Baring its tender feet to every roi^hness, 
Yet letting not one heart-beat go astray 
From Beauty's law of plainness and content 
A simple, fii^eside thing, whose quiet smile 
Can warm earth's poorest hovel to a home ; 
Which, when our autumn eometh, as it must, 
And life in the chill wind shivers bare and leafless, 
Shall stiU be blest with Indian-summer youth 
In bleak November, and, with thankM heart, 
Smile on its ample stores of garnered fruit, 
As full of sunshme to our aged eyes 
As when it nursed the blossoms of our spring. 
Such is true Love, which steals into the heart 
With feet as silent as the lightsome dawn 
That kisses smooth the rough brows of the dark, 
And hath its will through blissful gentleness, — 
Not like a rocket, which, with savage glare, 
Whirrs suddenly up, then bursts, and leaves the 

night 
Painfully quivering on the dazed eyes ; 
A love that gives and takes, that seeth faults, 
Not with flaw-seeking eyes like needle points. 
But loving-kindly ever looks them down 
With the overcoming faith of meek forgiveness; 
A love that shall be new and fresh each hour, 
As is the golden mystery of sunset. 
Or the sweet conung of the evening star, 
Alike, and yet most unlike, every &y, 
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And seeming ever best and fairest now, 
A loTe that doth not kneel for what it seeks, 
But faces Trath and Beauty as their peer, 
Showing its worthiness of noble thoughts 
Bj a clear sense of inward nobleness ; 
A loYO that in its object findeth not 
All ffrace and beauly, and enough to sate 
Its iSirst of blessing, but, in all of good 
Found there, it sees but Heaven-granted typeg 
Of good and beautjr in the soul of man. 
And traces, in the simplest heart that beats, 
A family-likeness to its chosen one. 
That claims of it the rights of brotherhood. 
For loye is blind but with the fleshly eye. 
That so its inner sight may be more clear ; 
And outward shows of beauty only so 
Are needful at the first, as is a hand 
To guide and to uphold an infanf s steps : 
Great spirits need them not : their earnest look 
Pierces the body's mask of thin disguise. 
And beauty ever is to them revealed. 
Behind the unshapeliest, meanest lump of clay, 
With arms outstretched and eager face ablaze. 
Yearning to be but understood and loved. 
1840. 
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TO PERDITA, SINGINa 

Tht Yoice is like a fountain, 

Leaping up in clear moonshine ; 
SilTer, ailver, ever mounting, 
Ever sinldng, ^ 
Withoat thinking, 
To that bnmftil heart of thine. 

Eyeiy sad and happy feeling. 
Thou hast had in Djgone years, 
Through thy Ups come stealing, stealing, 
Clear and low ; 
All thy smiles and all thy tears 
In uiy yoice awaken. 
And sweetness, woye of joy and woe^ 
From their teaching it hath taken : 
Feeling and music moye together. 
Like a swan and shadow eyer 
Heaying on a sky-blue riyer 
In a day of doudless weather. 

It hath caught a touch of sadness, 

Yet it is not sad ; 
It hath tones of clearest gladness, 

Tet it b not elad ; 
A dim, sweet, twilight yoice it is 

Where to-day's accustcmied blue 
Is oyer^rayed with memories. 
With starry feelings quiyered throng^ 

Thj yoice is like a fountain 
Leapmg up in sunshine bright. 
And I neyer weary counting 
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Its clear droppinss, lone and single, 
Or when in one roll ^ush they mingle, 
Shooting in melodious light. 

Thine is music such as yields 
Feelings of old brooks and fields, 
And, around this pent-up roon^ 
Sheds a woodland, firee perfume ; 

O, thus forever sing to me t 
O, thus forever 1 
The green, bright grass of childhood brilig to 
Flowing like an emerald river, 
And the bright blue skies above I 
O, sinff them bade, aA fresh as ever. 
Into the bosom of my love, — 
The sunshine and the merriment. 
The unsought, evei^reen content. 

Of that never coM time. 
The joy, that, like a clear breeze, went 

Through and through the old time ! 

Peace sits within thine eyes. 
With white hands crossed in joyful rest, 
While, through thy lips and race, arise 
The melodies from out thy breast ; 

She sits and nngs, 

With folded wings 

And white arrna crost, 
<* Weep not for passed things, 

Tney are not lost : 
The beauty which the summer time 
O'er thine openins spirit shed, 
The forest o^adeAa^lime 
That filled thy soul with joyous dread. 
The scent of every smallest flower 
That made thy heart sweet for an hour,^ 
Yea, every hdy influence. 
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Flowing to thee, diou knewest not wheDoe, 

In thine eyes to-day is seen, 

Fresh as it hath ever been ; 

Promptings of Nature, beckonings sweet, 

Whatever led thy childish feet, 

Still will linger unawares 

The guiders of ihy silyer hain ; 

Every look and every word 

Which tiiou ^vett fovth to-day, 

Tell of the singing of the hird 

Whose music ralleid thy boyish play." 

Thy voice is like a fountain, 
Twinkling up in sharp star%ht, 
When the moon behind the mountain 
Dims the low East with fiuntest white, 
Ever darkling, 
Ever sparkHnff, 
We know not if 'tis dark or brifffat ; 

Bnt, when the great moon hath nwied nmnd, 
And, suddenndow, its solemn power 

Grows from behind its black, dearedged boand. 
No spot of dark the Ibuntain keepeth. 
But, swift as opening eyelids leapeth 
Into a waving silver fkrwet, 

1841. 
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THE MOON. 

My soul was like the sea, 
Before the moon was made, 
Moaning in vagae immensi^, 
Of its own stxengUi afraid, 
Unrestfiil and unstaid. 

Throngh eyerj rift it foamed in Taiiif 

About its earthly prison, 
Seeking some unknown thing in pain^ 
And sinking restless back again, 

For yet no moon had risen : 
Its only voice a vast dumb moan, 

Of utterless anguish speaking, 
It lay unhopefully alone, 

And lived but in an aimless seeking. 

So was my soul ; but when 'twas full 

Of unrest to o'erloading, 
A voice of something beautiful 

Whispered a dim foreboding, 
And yet so soft, so sweet, so low. 
It haa not more of joy than woe ; 
And, as the sea dom oft lie still, 

Making its waters meet. 
As if by an unconscious will, 

For the moon's silver feet. 
So lay my soul within mine eyea 
When thou, its guardian moon, didst risa 
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And now, howe'er its wayei above 

May to88 and seem tmeasefbl. 
One strong, eternal law of Love, 

Widi guidance rare and peaceful, 
As calm and natural as breadi, 
Mavea its great deeps tbroogli life and deadk 
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BEMEMBERED MUSIC. 

A FRAGMENT. 

THiCK-nisIiine, like an ocean vast 

Of bisons the fi&r prairie shaking, 
The notes crowd heavily and fast 
As surfs, one plunging while the last 
Ihraws seaward m)m its foamj breaking. 

Or in low murmurs they began, 

Rising and rising momendy, 
As o'er a harp ^ouan 
A fitful breeze, until thej ran 

Up to a sudden ecstasy. 

And then, like minute-drops of rain 

Rinsing in water silverlj, 
The^ fingering dropped and dropped again^ 
Till it was ahnost like a pain 

To listen when the next would be. 



1840. 
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SONG. 

TO M. U 

A LILT thoa wast when I saw thee first, 
A lily-bud not opened quite, 
That hourly grew more pure and white, 
By morning, and noontide, and evening nursed : 
In all of nature thou hadst thy share ; 
Thou wast waited on 
By the wind and son ; 
The rain and the dew for thee took care; 
It seemed thou never couldst be more fiiir. 

A lily thou wast when I saw thee first, 
A lily-bud ; but O, how strange, 
How full of wonder was the cnange. 
When, ripe with all sweetness, thy fall bloom 
burst 1 
How did the tears to my slad eyes start, 
When the woman-flower 
Beached its blossoming hour. 
And I saw the warm deeps of thy golden heart! 

Glad death may pln6k thee, but never before 
The gold dust of thy bloom divine 
Hath dropped from thy heart into mine, 
To quicken its faint germs of heavenly lore ; 
For no breeze comes nigh thee but carries away 
Some impulses bright 
Of fragrance and ught. 
Which &31 upon souls that are bne and astray, 
To plant frmtful hopes of the fiower of day. 
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ALLE6RA. 

I WOULD more natures were like thine. 
That never casts a slance before, — 

Thou Hebe, who thj heart's bright wine 
So lavishly to all dost pour, 

That we who diink foi^et to pine, 
And can but dream of bliss in store. 

Thon canst not see a shade in life ; 

With sunward instinct thou dost rise, 
And, leaving clouds below at strife, 

Grazest undazzled at the skies. 
With all their blazing splendors rife, 

A songful lark with eagle's ejes. 

Thou wast some foundling whom the Hours 
Nursed, laughing, with the milk of Mirth ; 

Some influence more gaj than ours 
Hath ruled thj nature from its birth. 

As if thy natal stars were flowers 
That shock their seeds round thee on earth. 

And thou, to lull thine infant rest. 
Wast cradled like an Indian child ; 

AUpleasant winds firom south and west 
With lullabies thine ears beguiled, 

Booking thee in thine oriole's nest. 
Till Nature looked at thee and smiled. 

Tliine every fancy seems to borrow 
A sunlight fiom thj childish years, 
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Making a oolden cloud of soirow, 
A hope-Bt rainbow out of tean,^ 

Thy heart is certain of to-monow, 
Thongh 'jond to-daj it neTer peers. 

i would more natures were Uke thine, 

So innocenll J wild and free, 
Whose sad thoughts, even, lei^ and ihiiiei 

Like sunnj wavelets in the sea, 
Making us mindless of the briney 

In gazing on the brilliancjr. 



A 
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THE FOUNTAIN. 

Into the sunshine, 

Full of the light, 
Leaping and flashiiijg 

From mom till night . 

Into the moonlight. 
Whiter than snow, 

Waving so flower-like 
When the winds blow 1 

Into the starlight 

Rushing in spray, 
Happy at imd4hi 

Happy by day 1 

Ever in motion, 

Blithesome and cheery. 
Still climbing heavenwiurdy 

Never aweary ; — 

Glad of all weathers. 
Still seeming best, 

Upward or downward, 
Motion thy rest ; — 

Full of a nature 
Nothing can tame. 

Changed every moment, 
Ever the same ;— 
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CeaselesB aspiring, 
Ceaseles content, 

DarknesB or sonafame 
Tbj element; — 

Glorions foontain ! 

Let mj heart be 
IPreahy cnanipefiil, coiutaBti 

Upwaid, Ske tiiee I 
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ODE. 

z. 

In the old days of awe and keen-eyed wonder, 

The Foef B song with blood-wann trath was rife 
He saw the mysteries which circle under 

The outwaid shell and skin of daily life. 
Nothing to him were fleeting time and fashion, 

His soul was led by the eternal law ; 
There was in him no hope of fame, no pasidon, 

But, with calm, godlike eyes, he only saw. 
He did not sigh o'er heroes dead and buried, 

Chief-mourner at the Grolden Age's hearse, 
Nor deem that souls whom Charon grim had ferried 

Alone were fitting themes of epic verse : 
He could believe the promise of to-morrow. 

And feel the wondrous meaning of to-day ; 
He had a deeper faith in holy sorrow 

Than tiie world's seeming loss could take awa}^. 
To know the heart of all things was his duty. 

All things did sing to him to make him wise, 
And, with a sorrowml and conquering beauty. 

The soul of all looked grandly from his eyes. 
Hegazed on all within him and without him, 

Ik watched the flowing of Time's steady tide» 
And shapes of glory floated all about him 

And whispered to him, and he prophesied. 
Than all men he more fearless was and freer, 

And all his brethren cried with one accord,— 
** Behold the holy man I Behold the Seer 1 

Him who hath spoken with the unseen Liord I * 
fie to his heart wim large embrace had taken 

The universal sorrow of mankind. 
And, from that root, a shelter never shaken, 
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The tree of wiadom grew with sturdy rin J. 
He could interpret well the wondrouB Toicet 

Which to the cahn and silent spirit come ; 
He knew that the One Soul no more rejoices 

In the starts anthem than the insect's hoin. 
He in his heart was ever meek and humble, 

And yet with kingly pomp his nombers ran. 
As he foresaw how all tnings false should cromble 

Before the free, uplifted soul of man : 
And, when he was made full to overflowing 

With all the loveliness of heaven and euih, 
Out rushed his son^, like molten iron glowing, 

To show Grod sitting by the humblest hearuu 
With calmest courage he was ever ready 

To teach that action was the truth of thougfati 
And, with strong arm and purpose firm and steady. 

An anchor for the drifting world he wrought 
So did he make the meanest man partaker 

Of all his.brothex^ods unto him gave ; 
All souls did reverence him and name him Maker, 

And when he died heaped temples on his grave. 
And still his deathless words of light are swimming 

Serene throughout the great, deep infinite 
Of human soul, unwaning and undunming, 

To cheer and guide the mariner at night 

u. 

But now the Poet is an empty rhymer 

Who lies with idle elbow on the grass, 
And fits his singing, like a cunning timer, 

To all men's prides and fancies as they pass. 
Not his the song, which, in its metre holy, 

Chimes with the muac of the eternal stars, 
Humbling the tyrant, lifting up the lowly, 

And sending sun through the soul's prison-ban. 
Maker no more, — O, no I unmM^Qr ratner, 

For he unmakes who doth not all put forth 
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great spint of the ages 

Shiver the mists that hide thy starry lyre, 
And let man's soul be yet again beholden 

To thee for wings to soar to her desire. 
O, prophesy no more to-morrow's splendor, 

Be no more shame-faced to speak out for Trutlii 
Lay on her altar all the gushings tender, 

The hope, the fire, the loving faith of youth 1 
O, prophesy no more the Maker's coming, 

^y not his onward footsteps thou canst hosir 
hx the dim void, like to the awful humming 

Of the great wings of some new-lighted sphere 
O, prophesy no more, but be the Poet I 

This longing was but granted unto thee 
That, when afi beauty £ou couldst feel and know 

That beauty in its highest thou couldst be. 
O, thou who moanest tost with sealike longings 

Who diml^ hearest voices call on thee. 
Whose soul IS overfilled with mighty throngings 

Of love, and fear, and glorious agony. 
Thou of the toil-strung hands and iron sinews 

And soul by Mother Earth with freedom fed, 
In whom the hero-spirit yet continues, 

The old free nature is not chained or dead, 
Arouse I let thy soul break in music-thunder, 

Let loose the ocean that is in thee pent. 
Pour forth thy hope, thy fear, thy love, thy wondoTf 

And tell the age what all its signs have meant, 
Where'er thy wildered crowd of orethren jostles. 

Where'er there lingers but a shade of wrong, 
There still is need of martyrs and apostles, 

Tb)re still are texts for never-dying song : 
From age to age man's still aspiring spirit 

Finds wider scope and sees with clearer eyes, 
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And thou in larger measure dost inherit 

What made thj great foremnners free and wise 
Sit thou enthroned where the Poet* s mountwn 

Above the thunder lifts its silent peak. 
And roll thy songs down like a satherins fotmtaiiii 

That all maj &nk and find &e rest mej seek. 
Sing I there shall silence grow in earth and heaTen* 

A silence of deep awe and wondenng ; 
For, listening gladfy, bend the angels, even, 

To hear a mortal like an angel sing. 

m. 

Among the toil-worn poor my soul is seeking 

For one to brins the Maker^s name to light, 
To be the voice or that almighty speaking 

Which every age demands to do it right 
Proprieties our si&en bards environ ; 

He who would be the tongue of this wide land 
Must string his hiup with chords of sturdy iron 

And stmke it witn a toil-embrowned lumd ; 
One who hath dwelt with Nature well-Attendedi 

Who hath learnt wisdom firom her mystic books, 
Whose soul with all her countless lives hath 
blended, 

So that all beauty awes us in his looks ; 
Who not with body^s waste his soul hath pampered, 

Who as the clear northwestern wind is firee, 
Who walks with Form's observances unhampered. 

And follows the One Will obediently; 
Whose eyes, like windows on a breezy summit, 

Control a lovely prospect every way; 
Who doth not souna God's sea with earthly 
plummet, 

And find a bottom still of worthless day ; 
Who heeds not how the lower gusts are working, 

Knowing that one sure wind blows on above. 
And sees, beneath tiie foulest &ces lurking, 
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One Grod-bailt shrine of reverence and love ; 
Who sees all stars that wheel their shining marches 

Around the centre fixed of Destiny, 
Where the encircling soul serene overarches 

The moving globe of being like a sky ; 
Who feels that God and Heaven's great deeps are 
nearer 

Him to whose heart his fellow-man is nigh, 
Who doth not hold his soul's own freedom dearer 

Than that of all his brethren, low or high ; 
Who to the Bight can feel himself the truer 

For being gently patient with the wrong, 
Who sees a brother m the evildoer, 

And finds in Love the heart* s-blood of hiB 
song ;— 
This, this is he for whom the world is waiting 

To sing the beatings of its mighty heart, 
Too long hath it been patient^th the grating 

Of scrannel-pipes, and heard it misnamed Art 
To him the smiling soul of man shall listen 

Laying awhile its crown a£ thorns aside, 
And once again in every eye shall glisten 

The glorv of a nature satisfied. 
His verse shall have a great, commanding motion, 

Heaving and swelling with a melody 
Leamt of the sky, the river, and the ocean, 

And all the pure, majestic things that be. 
Awake, then, thou I we pine for thy great presence 

To make us feel the soul onoe more sublime, 
We are of far too infinite an essence 

To rest contented with the lies of Time. 
Speak out 1 and, lo ! a hush of deepest wonder 

Shall sink o'er all this many-voiced scene, 
As when a sudden burst of rattling thunder 

Shatters the blueness of a sky serene. 

1841. 
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THE FATHERLAND. 

Wheke is the trae man's fatherland ? 

Is it where he hj chance is bom ? 

Doth not the yearning spirit scorn 
In such scant borders to be spanned ? 
O, yes ' his fatherland must be 
As the blue heaven wide and free ! 

Is it alone where freedom is, 
Where God is God and man is man ? 
Doth he not clsdm a broader span 

For the soul's love of home than this ? 

O, yes 1 his fatherland must be 

As the blue heaven wide and free I 

Where'er a human heart doth wear 
Joy's myrtle-wreath or sorrow's gyvesy 
Where'er a human spirit strives 

After a life more true and fair, 

There is the true man's birthplace grand^ 

His is a world-wide fatherland I 

Where'er a single slave doth pine. 
Where'er one man may help another, — 
Thsmk God for such a birtibright, brother^-* 

That spot of earth is thine and mine I 

There is the true man's birthplace grand^ 

His is a world-wide fatherland I 
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THE FOELORN. 

Thb night is dark, the stingins sleet, 

Swept by the bitter gusts ot air, 
Drives whistUng down the lonely street. 

And stiffens on the pavement bare. 

The street-lamps flare and strasgle dim 
Through the white sleet-clouds as thej pass, 

Or, governed hy a boisterous whim, 
Drop down and rattle on the glass. 

One poor, heart-broken, outcast girl 
Faces the east-wind's searching flaws, 

And, as about her heart thej^ whirl, 
Her tattered cloak more tightly draws. 

The flat brick walls look cold and bleak. 
Her bare feet to the sidewalk freeze ; 

Tet dares she not a shelter seek, 
Though faint with hunger and disease. 

The sharp storm cuts her forehead bare. 
And, piercing through her garments thin, 

Beats on her slminken breast, and there 
Makes colder the cold heart within. 

She lingers where a ruddy glow 

Streams outward through an open shutter. 
Adding more bitterness to woe, 

More loneness to desertion utter. 

One half the cold she had not felt, 
Until she saw this gush of Ught 
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Spread warmly forthf and aeem to melt 
Its slow way through the deadening night 

She hears a woman's voice within, 
Singing sweet words her childhood knew. 

And years of misery and sin 
Furl off, and leave her heaven blue. 

Her freezing heart, like one who woka 

Outwearied in the drifting snow, 
Drowses to deadly sleep and thinks 

No longer of its hopeless woe : 

Old fields, and clear blue summer days, 
Old meadows, green with grass and treesi 

That shimmer through the trembling haze 
And whiten in the western breeze, — 

Old faces, — all the friendly past 

Rises within her heart aeain, 
And sunshine from her childhood cast 

Makes summer of the icy rain. 

Enhaloed by a mild, warm glow. 

From all humanity' apart. 
She hears old footsteps wanderine slow 

Through the lone chambers of ner heart 

Outside the porch before the door, 
Her cheek upon the cold, hard stone, 

She lies, no longer foul and poor, 
No longer dreary and alone. 

Next morning something heavily 
Against the opening door did weigh, 

And there, from sin and sorrow free, 
A woman on the threshold lay. 
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A smile upon the wan lips told 
That she bad found a calm release, 

And that, from out the want and cold, 
The song had borne her soul in peace. 

For, whom the heart of man shuts out, 
Sometimes the heart of God takes in. 

And fences them all round about 
With silence mid the world's loud din ; 

And one of his great charities 
Is Muaic, and it doth not scorn 

To close the lids upon the ejes 
Of the polluted and forlorn ; 

Far was she from her childhood's home. 
Farther in ffuilt had wandered thence^ 

Yet thither it nad bid her come 
To die in maiden innocence. 
1842. 
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MIDNIGHT. 

The moon shines white and nlenl 
On the mist, which, like n tide 

Of some enchanted ocean, 
O'er the wide marsh doth glide. 

Spreading its ghost-like billows 
Silently fax and wide. 

A yagne and starry magic 
Msu^es all things mysteries, 

And lores the earth's dumb spirit 
Up to the longing skies, — 

I seem to hear £m whispers, 
And tremulous replies. 

The fireflies o'er the meadow 

In pulses come and eo ; 
The elm-trees' heavy shadow 

Weighs on the grass below ; 
And family from the distance 

The dreaming cock doth crow. 

All things look strange and mystic. 

The very bushes swell 
And take wild shapes and motions. 

As if beneath a spell, — 
They seem not the same lilacs 

From childhood known so welL 

The snow of deepest silence 
O'er everything doth fall, 
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So beautiful and quiet, 
And yet so like a pall, — 

As if all life were ended, 
And rest were come to all. • 

O, wild and wondrous midnighti 
There is a might in thee 

To make the charmed body 
Almost like spirit be. 

And give it some faint glimpaes 
Of immortality I 
1842. 
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A PRAYER 

God ! do not let my loved-one die, 

But rather wait until the time 
That 1 am grown in purity 

Enough to enter thy pure clime, 
Then take me, I will gladly go, 
So that my love remain below I 

O, let her stay ! She is by birth 
What I through death must learn to be, 

We need her more on our poor earth, 
Than thou canst need in neaven with thee: 

She hath her wings already, I 

Must burst this earth-shell ere I fly. 

Then, God, take me 1 We shall be near, 
More near than ever, each to each : 

Her angel ears will find more clear 
My heavenly than my earthly speech ; 

And still, as I draw niffh to thee. 

Her soul and mine shsul closer be. 
1841. 
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THE HERITAGE. 

The rich man's son inherits lands, 

And piles of brick, and stone, and gold, 

And he inherits soft white hands. 
And tender flesh that fears the cold, 
Nor dares to wear a garment old ; 

A heritage, it seems to me, 

One scarce would wish to hold in fee. 

The rich man's son inherits cares ; 
The bank may break, the factory bum, 

A breath may burst his bubble shares. 
And soil white hands could hardly earn 
A living that would serve his turn ; 

A heritage, it seems to me. 

One scarce would wish to hold in fee. 

The rich man's son inherits wants, 
His stomach craves for dainty ^ure ; 

With sated heart, he hears the pants 
Of toiling hinds with brown arms bare. 
And wearies in his easy chair ; 

A heritage, it seems to me. 

One scarce would wish to hold in fee. 

What doth the poor man's son iiiherit ? 

Stout muscles and a sinewy heart, 
A hardy frame, a hardier spirit ; 

King of two hands, he does his part 

In every useful toil and art ; 
A heritage, it seems to me, 
A king might wish to hold in fee. 

What doth the poor man's son inherit ? 
Wishes o'erjoyed with humble things, 
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A rank adjudged by toil-won merit, 
Content that from employment springs, 
A heart that in his labor sings ; 

A heritage, it seems to me, 

A king might wish to hold in fee. 

What doth the poor man's son inherit ? 
A patience learned of being poor, 

Courage, if sorrow come, to bear it, 
A fellow-feeling that is sure 
To make the outcast bless his door; 

A heritage, it seems to me, 

A king might wish to hold in fee. 

O, rich man's son ! there is a toil. 
That with all others level stands; 

Large charity doth neyer soil. 
But only whiten, soft white hands, — 
This is the best crop from thy lands ; 

A heritage, it seems to be. 

Worth being rich to hold in fee. 

O, poor man's son I scorn not thy state ; 
There is worse weariness than thine. 

In merely being rich and great ; 
Toil only gives the soul to shine. 
And makes rest fragrant and benign ; 

A heritage, it seems to me, 

Worth being poor to hold in fee. 

Both, heirs to some six feet of sod. 

Are equal in the earth at last ; 
Both, chudren of the same dear God, 

Prove title to your heirship vast 

By record of a well-filled past ; 
A heritage, it seems to me, 
Well worth a life to hold in fee. 
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THE ROSE: A BALLAD. 

L 

In his tower sat the poet 

Gazing on the roaring sea, 
^ Take this rose," he sighed, " and thiow it 

Where there's none that loTeth me. 
On the rock the billow borsteth 

And sinks back into the seas, 
But in vain my spirit thirsteth 

So to burst and be at ease. 
Take, O, sea I the tender blossom 

That hath lain against my breast ; 
On thy black and angry bosom 

It mil find a surer rest 
Life is vain, and love is hollow, 

Ugly death stands there behind, 
Hate and scorn and hunger follow 

Him that toileth for his kind." 
Forth into the night he hurled it. 

And with bitter smile did mark 
How the surly tempest whirled it 

Swift into the hungry dark. 
Foam and spray drive back to leeward, 

And the gale, with dreary moan, 
Drifts the helpless blossom seaward. 

Through the breakers all alone. 

II. 

Stands a maiden, on the morrow, 
Musins by the wave-beat strand, 

Half in hope and half in sorrow. 
Tracing words upon the sand: 

^ Shall I ever then behold him 
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Who hath been my life so longy— i 
Ever to this sick heart fi>ld hinv— 

Be the spirit of his song ? 
Touch not, sea, the blessed letters 

I have traced upon thy shore, 
Spare his name whose spirit fetten 

Mine with love forevermore I * 
Swells the tide and oyerflows it. 

But, with omen pure and meet, 
Brings a little rose, and throws it 

Humbly at the medden's feet 
Full of buss she takes the token, 

And, upon her snowy breast, 
Soothes the ruffled petals broken 

With the ocean's fierce unrest 
*^ LoTe is thine, O heart ! and surely 

Peace shall also be thine own, 
For the heart that trusteth purely 

Never long can pine alone." 

III. 

In his tower sits the poet, 

Blisses new and slrange to him 
Fill his heart and overflow it 

With a wonder sweet and dim. 
Upthe beach the ocean slideth 

With a whisper of delight, 
And the moon in silence slideth 

Through the peaceftd blue of niglil» 
Rippling o'er the poet's shoulder 

Flows a maiden's golden hair, 
Maiden-lips, with love srown bolder. 

Kiss his moon-lit forehead bare. 
" Life is joy, and love is power, 

Death all fetters doth unbind, 
Strength and wisdom only flower 

When we toil for all our kind. 

TOL. I. 4 
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Hope is truth, — the future giveth 

More than present takes awaj, 
And the soul forever liveth 

Nearer God from day to day.** 
Not a word the maiden utterea, 

Fullest hearts are slow to speaky 
But a withered rose-leaf fluttered 

Down upon the poefs cheek. 
1842. 



IVaXND OF BBITTAirr. ftt 



A LEGEND OF BRITTANY 
PART PIBST. 



Paib as a snmmer dream was Margaret,-— 
Such dream as in a poefs soul might starti 

Musing of old loves wnile the moon doih set : 
Her hair was not more sonny than her heart| 

rhon^h like a natural golden coronet 
It circled her dear head with careless art. 

Mocking the sunshine, that would fiiin hare lent 

Jo its msk grace a richer ornament 

n. 

His loved-one's eyes could poet ever speak, 
So kind, so dewy, and so deep were hers, — 

But, while he strives, the choicest phrase, too weakj 
llieir ^ad reflection in his spirit blurs ; 

As one may see a dream dissolve and break 
Out of Ms grasp when he to tell it stirs, 

Like that sad JDryad doomed no more to bless 

The mortal who revealed her loveliness. 

m. 

She dwelt forever in a region bright, 
Peopled with living fancies of her own. 

Where nought could come but visions of delicti 
Far, far Sioof from earth's eternal moan : 

A summer cloud thrilled through with rosy lighti 
Floating beneath the blue sl^ all alone, 

Her spirit wandered by itself, and won 

A golden edge from some unsetting sun. 



^ 
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IV. 

The heart grows richer that its lot is poor, — 
God blesses want with larger sympathies,— 

Love enters gladliest at the humble door, 
And makes the cot a palace with his eyes ; 

So Margaret's heart a scaler beauty wore, 
And grew in gentleness and patience wise, 

For she was but a simple herdsman's child, 

A lily chance-sown in the rugged wild. 

V. 

There was no beauty of the wood or field 
But she its fragrant bosomrsecret knew, 

Nor any but to her would freely yield 

Some grace that in her soul took root and 
grew : 

Nature to her slowed eyer new-revealed, 
AH rosy frew with innocent morning dew, 

And looked into her heart with dim, sweet eyes 

That leift it full of sylvan memories. 

VI. 

O, what a faice was hers to briehten light. 
And give back sunshine wim an added glow, 

To wile each moment with -a fresh delight. 

And part of memor^r's best contentment grow I 

O, how ner voice, as with an inmate's right. 
Into the strangest heart would welcome go„ 

And make it sweet, and ready to become 

Of white and gracious thoughts the chosen home I 

vn. 

None lodced upon Ber but he straightway thought 
Of all die ereenest depths of country cheer, 

And into each one's heart was freshly brought 
WhaX w» % fcim the sweetest time of year, 



A XASOBMD OF BBITTAirr. 53 

So was her evenry look and motion firaoght 

With out-of-door delights and forest &•« 
Not the first violet on a woodland lea 
Seemed a more visible gift of Sfning than ihtu 

vm. 

Is love learned only out of poets' books ? 

Is there not somewhat in the Iropping floods 
And in the nunneries of silent nooKs, 

And in the murmured longing of die wood. 
That could make Margaret dream of lovelora 
looks, 

And stir a thrilling my s tery in her Mood 
More trembly secret than Aurora's tear 
Shed in the bosom of an ^^ire ? 



Full many a sweet forewarning hath the mmd. 
Full many a whispering of vague desire. 

Ere comes we nature destined to unbind 
Its virgin zone, and all its deeps inspiref— 

Low stininss in the leaves, before the wind 
Wakes afl the green strings of the forest lyi6y 

Faint heatings in the calyx, ere the rose 

Its warm voluptuous breast doth ail undoee. 

Ix^ in ite dim recesses pines the spirit, 
Wildered and dark, despairin^y alone ; 

Though many a shape of beauty wander near it^ 
And many a wild and half-remembered tone 

Tremble from the divine abyss to cheer it, 
Tet still it knows that there is only one 

Before whom it can kneel and tribute bring, 

kt once a happy vassal and a king. 
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XI. 

To feel a want, jet scarce know what it is, 
To seek one nature that is always new, 

Whose glance is warmer than another's kiss, 
Whom we can bare our inmost beauty to. 

Nor feel deserted afterwards, — ^for this 
But with our destined co-mate we can do, — 

Such longing instinct fills the mighty scope 

Of the young soul with one mysterious hope. 

xu. 

So Margaret's heart grew brimming with the lore 
Of love's enticing secrets ; and tdthough 

She had found none to cast it down before. 
Yet oft to Fancy's chapel she would go 

To pay her vows, and count the rosary o'er 
Of ner love's promised graces : — ^haply so 

Miranda's hope had pictured Ferdinand 

Long ere the gaunt wave tossed him on the 
strand. 

xin. 

A new-made star that swims the lonely gloom, 
Unwedded yet and longing for the sun. 

Whose beams, the bride-gifts of the lavish groom. 
Blithely to crown the virgin planet run. 

Her being was, watching to see the bloom 
Of love's fresh sunrise roofing one by one 

Its clouds with gold, a triumph-arch to be 

For him who came to hold her heart in fee. 

XIV. 

Not far from Ma^aref s cottage dwelt a knight 
Of the proud Templars, a sworn celibate, 

Whose heart in secret fed upon the light 
And dew of her ripe beauty, through the grate 
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Of his close vow catching what fleams he might 

Of the free heaven, and cnrsinff — ^all too late— 
The cruel Mth whose black waSa hemmed him 

in 
And turned life's crowning bliss to deadly an. 

XV. 

For he had met her in the wood by chance, 
And, having drunk her beauty's wildering speU, 

His heart sho^ like the pennon of a lance 
That quivers in a breeze's sudden swell, . 

And thenceforth, in a close-enfolded trance. 
From mistily golden deep to deep he fell ; 

mi earth did waver and fade far away 

Beneath the hope in whose warm arms he lay. 

XVI. 

A dark, proud man he was, whose halfUown 
youth 

Had shed its blossoms even in opening. 
Leaving a few that with more winning ruth 

Trembling around grave manhood's stem might 
cling. 
More sad than cheery, making, in good sooth, 

Like the fringed gentian, a late autumn spring :^« 
A twilifi^ht nature, braided light and sloom, 
A youth half-smiling by an open tomb. 

XVII. 

Fair as an angel, who yet inly wore 
A wrinkled heart foreboding his near fall ; 

Who saw him alway wished to know him more, 
As if he were some fate's defiant thrall 

And nursed a dreaded secret at its core ; 
Little he loved, but power most of all, 

And that he seemed to scorn, as one who knew 

By what foul paths men choose to crawl thereto. 
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xvni. 

He had been noble, bnt some great deceit 
Had turned his better instinct to a vice : 

He strove to think the world was all a cheat, 
That power and fame were cheap at any prlMy 

That the sure way of being shortly great 
Was even to play life's game with loaded dice. 

Since he had tned the honest play and found 

That vice and virtue differed but in sound. 

XIX. 

Yet Mai^aret's raght redeemed him for a space 
From his own thrald(Hn ; man could never be 

A h3rpocrite when first such maiden grace 
Snuled in upon his heart ; the agony 

Of wearing all day long a lying fistce 
Fell lightly from him, and, a moment free, 

Erect with wakened fsuth his spirit stood 

And scorned the weakness of its demon-mood. 

XX. 

Like a sweet wind-harp to him was her thought, 
Which would not let the common air come near, 

Till from its dim enchantment it had caught 
A musical tenderness that brimmed his ear 

With sweetness more ethereal than aught 
Save silveiHlropping snatches that whilere 

Rained down from some sad angel's faithfrd harp 

To cool her fallen lover's anguish sharp. 

XXI. 

Deep in the forest was a little dell 
Ju^h overarched with the leafy sweep 

Of abroad oak, through whose gnarled roots there 
fell 
A slender rill that sung itself asleep. 
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Where its contmnous toil had scooped a well 
To please the fairy folk ; breathlessly deep 
The sallness was, save when the dreamine biw^k 
From its small urn a drizzly mtirmnr sho^ 

xxu. 
The wooded hills sloped npward all aronnd 

With gradual rise, and made an even rim, 
80 that it seemed a mighty casque unbound 

From some huge Titan's brow to lighten hinif 
Ages ago, and left u^n the ground, 

Where the slow soil had mossed it to the brimi 
Till after coantless centuries it gr0w 
Into this dell, the haunt of noont^e dew. 



IMm Tifltas, sprinkled o'er with sun-flecked green, 
Wound through the thickset trunks on every 
side. 

And, toward the west, in fimcy might be seen 
A gothic window in its blazmg pride. 

When the low sun, two archine elms between, 
Lit up the leaves bevond, which, autumn-dyed 

With lavish hues, would into splendor start, 

Shaming the labored panes of richest art 



Here, leaning once against the <Ad oak's trunk, 
Mordred, for such was the young Templar^f 
name, 

9aw Margaret come ; unseen, the fiilcon shrunk 
From me meek dove ; sharp thrills o£ tingKny 
flame 

Made him foi^et that he was vowed a monk. 
And all the outworks of his pride overcame : 

Flooded he seemed with bright delicious pain, 

As if a star had burst within Ins brain. 
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XXV. 

Such power hath beauty and frank innocence : 
A flower bloomed forth, that sunshine glad t9 
bless, 
Even from his love's long leafless stem; the 
sense 
Of exile from Hope^3 happy realm grew less, 
And thoughts of childish peace, he knew not 
whence, 
Thronged round his heart with many an old 
caress, 
Melting the frost there into pearly dew 
That mirrored back his nature's morning-blue. 

XXVI. 

She turned and saw him, but she felt no dread, 

Her purity, like adamantine mail. 
Did so encircle her ; and yet her head 

She drooped, and maide her golden hair her 
veil, 
Through which a clow of rosiest lustre spread, 

Then faded, and anon she stood all p£ue, 
As snow o'er which a blush of northern-light 
Suddenly reddens, and as soon grows white. 

XXVII. 

She thought of Tristrem and of Lancilot, 
Of all her dreams, and of kind fairies' might, 

And how that dell was deemed a haunted spot, 
Until there grew a mist before her sight. 

And where the present was she half forgot. 
Borne backward through the realms of old d^ 
light, — 

Then, starting up awake, she would have gone, 

Yet almost wished it might not b^ alone. 
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xxvni. 

How they went home together through the wood* 
And how all life seemed focosaed into one 

Thought-dazzling spot that set ablaze the blood. 
What need to tell ? Fit language there is none 

For the he£u*f s deepest things. Who ever wooed 
As in his boyish nope he would have done ? 

For, when the soul is fullest, the hushed tongue 

Yoicelessly trembles like a lute unstrung. 

XXDC 

But all things carry the heart's messages 
And know it not, nor doth the heart weD 
know, 

But nature hath her will ; even as the bees, 
Blithe go-betweens, fly sinmng to and fro 

With the fruit-quickening poUen ; — ^hard if these 
Found not some all unthought-of way to show 

Their secret each to each ; and so they did. 

And one heart's flower-dust into the omer did. 



Young hearts are free ; the selfish world it is 
That turns them miserly and cold as stone. 

And makes them clutch their fincers on the blias 
Which but in givins truly is their own ; — 

She had no dreams oT barter, asked not his, 
But gave hers freely as she would have throwii 

A rose to him, or as tnat rose gives forth 

Its generous fragrance, thoughtless of its worth. 

XXXI. 

Her summer nature felt a need to bless, 
And a like longing to be blest again ; 

80, frx)m her sky-^e spirit, gentleness 
Bropt ever like a sunlit im of rain, 
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And his beneath drank in the bright caress 

As thirstily as would a parched plain, 
That long hath watchea the showers of slopii^ 

gray 
Forever, ever, filing far away. 

xxxn. 

How shonld she dream of ill? 1^ heart Med 
quite 

With sunshine, like the shepherd's^)lock at nooii| 
Closes its leaves around its warm delight ; 

Whatever in life is harsh or out of tune 
Is all shut out, no boding shade of light 

Can pierce the opiate ether of its swoon : 
Love is but blind as thoughtful justice is. 
But nought can be so wanton-bund as bUss. 



All beauty and all life he was to her ; 

She questioned not his love, she only knew 
That she loved him, and not a pulse could stir 

In her whole frame but qmvered throu^ and 
through 
V^th this ^1^ thought, and was a minister 

To do hun fealty and service true. 
Like golden ripples hasting to the land 
To wiraok their freight of sunshine on the strand. 

xxxiy. 
O dewy dawn of love ! O hopes that are 

Hunff high, like the cliff-swallow's perilous netli 
Most like to fall when fullest, and that jar 

"With every heavier billow ! O unrest 
Than balmiest deeps of quiet sweeter far I 

How did ye triumph now in Maigaretfs breast. 
Making it readier to shrink and start 
Than quivering gold of the pond-lil/s heart I 
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Here let us pause : O, would the soul m^t eww 

Achieve its immortality in youth, 
When nothing yet hath damped its high endeaTOff 

Afier the starry energy of truth ! 
Here let us pause, and iar a moment serer 

This gleam of sunshine from the days nnmth 
That sometime come to all, for it is good 
To lengthen to the last a sonny mood. 



PAST« SECOND. 

I. 

As one who^ from the sunshine and the green, 

Enters tibie solid darkness of a cave, 
Nor knows what preoipice or ^t unseen 

May.^awn before lum with its sudden grave, 
And, with hushed breath, doth often forward lean^ 

Dreaming he hears the plashing of a wave 
Dimly below, or feels a damper air 
From out some dreary cnasm, he knows not 
where;— 

II. 
So, from the sunshine and the green of lore, 

We ent^ mi our slorjr's darkw P^^i 
And, though the horror of it well may move 

An impulse of repugnance in the heart, 
Yet let us think, that, as there's naught above 

The all-embnidng abno^here of Art, 
80 also there ia nouffht that iUls below 
Her generous xeac% though grkned with gnill 



> 
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III. 

Her fittest triumph is to show that good 
Lurks in the heart of evH evermore, 

That love, though scorned, and outcast, and with* 
stood, 
Can without end forgive, and yet have store ; 

God's love and man's are of the self-same blood, 
And He can see that always at the door 

Of foulest hearts the angel-nature yet 

Knocks to return and cancel all its debt. 

IV. 

It ever is weak falsehood's destiny 

That her thick mask turns crystal to let through 
The unsuspicious eyes of honesty ; 

But Mai^aref s heart was too sincere and true 
Ai^ht but plain truth and faithfulness to see. 

And Mordred's for a time a little grew 
To be like hers, won by the mild reproof 
Of those kind eyes that kept all doubt aloofl 

V. 

Full oft they met, as dawn and twilight meet 
In northern climes ; she full of growing day 

As he of darkness, which before her feet 
Shrank gradual, and faded quite away. 

Soon to return ; for power had made love sweet 
To him, and, when his will had gained full swayj 

The taste began to pall ; for never power 

Can sate the hungry soul beyond an hour 

VI. 

He fell as doth the tempter ever fall, 

Even in the gaining of his loathsome end ; 

God doth not work as man works, but makes all 
The crooked paths of ill to goodness tend ; 
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Let him judge Margaret I If to be the thrall 

Of love, and fBom too generous to defend 
Its very Ufe from him she loved, be dn, 
What hope of grace may the seducer win ? 

vn. 

Grim-hearted world, that look'st with Levite eyes 
On those poor fallen by too much faith in man. 

She that upon thy freezing threshold lies, 
Starved to more sinning by thy savage ban,-^ 

Seeking that refuse because foulest vice 
More godlike than thy virtue is, whose span 

Shuts out the wretched only, — is more free 

To enter Heaven than thou wilt ever be I 

vm. 

Thou wilt not let her wash thy dainty feet 
With such salt things as teaprs, or with rude hair 

Brythem, soft Pharisee, that flit'st at meat 
With Imn who made her such, and speak'st him 
&ir, 

Leaving God's wandering lamb the while to bleat 
Unheeded, shivering in the pitQess air : 

Thou hast made prisoned virtue show more wan 

And haggard thsm a vice to look upon. 



Now many months flew by, and wear^ g^ew 
To Maigaret the sisht of happy thinss ; 

B%ht fell on all her Sowers, instead of dew: 
Shut round her heart were now the joyooi 
wings 

Wherewith it wont to soar ; yet not untrue, 
Though tempted much, her woman's natora 
clings 

To its first pure belief, and with sad eyes 

Looks backward o'er ihe gate of Paradise. 
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X. 

And so, though altered Mordr^d c^Qie less ofl, 
And winter frowned where spriag had laughed 
before, 

In his strange eyes, yet hsdf her sadness dojBTed, 
And in her silent patience loved him more : 

Sorrow had made her soft heart yet more soft, 
And a new life within her own she bore 

Which made her tenderer, as she felt it moye 

Beneath her breast, a re^ge for her love. 

XI. 

This babe, she Aoiight, woiUd surely bring him 
back, 

And be a bond forever them between ; 
Before its eyes tlie sullen teooipest-rack 

Would fade, and les^ve the &ce of heaven se- 
rene; 
<4nd love's return doth m<Hre than fill the lack, 

Which in his absence withered the heart's green : 
And yet a dim foreboding still would flit 
Between her and her hope to darken it 

XII. 

She could not figure forth a happy fate. 
Even for this life from heaven so newly come ; 

The earth must needs be doubly desolate 
To him scarce parted fixNn a fairer home : 

Such boding heavier on her bosom sate 
One night, as, standing in the twilight gloam. 

She strained her eyes beyond that dizzy verge 

At whose foot faintly breaks the future's surge. 

xin. 

Poor litde spirit! naught but shame and woe 
Nurse the nick heart whosQ lif<^blood nuraes tbiae 
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Yet not those only ; love^liath triumphed 80^ 
As for thy sake makes sorrow more diyine ; 

And yet, though thou be pure, the world is foe 
To purity, if bom in such a shrine ; 

And, having trampled it for stm^ling thencey 

Smiles to itself and calls it Province. 

xrv. 

As thus she mused, a shadow seemed to rise 
From out her thought, and turn to drearinen 

All blissful hopes and sunny memories, 
And the quick blood doth curdle up and presi 

About her heart, which seemed to shut its eyes 
And hush itself, as who with shuddering gnen 

Harks through the gloom and dreads e'en now to 
feel 

Through his hot breast the icy slide of steeL 

XV. 

But, at that heart-beat, while in dread she wai. 
In the low wind the honeysuckles gleam, 

A dewy thrill flits through the heavy grass, 
And, looking forth, she saw, as in a dream, 

l^thin the w(kk1 the moonlight's shadowy mass : 
Night's starry heart yearmng to hers doth seem, 

And the deep sky, iuU-hearted with the moon, 

Folds round her all the happiness of June. 

XVI. 

What fear could face a heaven and earth like 
this? 
What silveriest cloud could hang 'neath such a 
sky? 
A tide of wondrous and unwonted bliss 

Rolls back through all her pulses suddenly, 
As if some seraph, who had learned to kiss 
From the fair daughters of the world gone bj, 

VOL. I. 6 
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Had wedded so his faUefl light with hers, 

8uch sweet, strange joy through soul and body stirs 

xvn. 

Now seek we Mordred : He who did not fear 
The crime, yet fears the latent consequence : 

If it should reach a brother Templar's ear, 
It haply might be made a good pretence 

To cheat him of the hope he held most dear ; 
For he had spared no thought's or deed's 3x< 
pense. 

That, by-^nd-by might help his wish to dip 

Its darlmg bride,— the high grand mastership. 

xvm. 

The apathy, ere a crime resolved is done. 
Is scarce less dread^l than remorse for crime ; 

By no allurement can the soul be won 

From brooding o'er the weary creep of time : 

Mordred stole forth into the happy sun, 
Striving to hum a scrap of Breton rhyme,^ 

But the sky struck him speechless, and he tned 

In vain to summon up his callous piide. 

XIX. 

In the court-yard a fountain leaped alway, 
A Triton blowing jewels through his shell 

Into the sunshine; Mordred turned away. 
Weary because the stone face did not tell 

Of weariness, nor could he bear to-day. 
Heartsick, to hear the patient sink and swell 

Of winds among the leaves, or golden bees 

Drowsily humming in the orange-trees. 

XX. 

All happy sights and sounds now came to him 
Like a reproach : he wandered far and wide. 
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b'oUowing the lead of his unquiet whim, 
But stSl there went a something at his side 

That made the cool breeze hot, the sunshintt 
dim; 
It would not flee, it could not be defied, 

He could not see it, but he felt it there, 

Bj the damp chill that crept among his hair. 



Day wore at last ; the evening star arose, 
And throbbins in the skj grew red and set; 

Then with a guilty, wavering step he goes 
To the hid nook where they so oft had met 

In happier season, for his heart well knows 
That he is sure to find poor Margaret 

Watchin? and waiting there with lovelorn breast 

Around her young dream's rudely scattered nest 



"Why follow here that erim old chronicle 
Which counts the oa^er-strokes and drops d 
blood? 

Enough that Margaret by his mad steel fell. 
Unmoved by murder m>m her trusting mood. 

Smiling on him as Heaven smiles on H^, 
l^th a sad love, remembering when he stood 

Kot fallen yet, the unsealer of ner heart. 

Of all her holy dreams the holiest part 

xzni. 

Hb crime complete, scarce knorine what he did, 
(So goes the tale,) beneath the altar there 

In the high church the stiffening corpse he hid. 
And then, to 'scape that sufibcating air, 

Like a scared ghoule out of the porcn he slid ; 
But his strained eyes saw bloodspots every- 
where. 
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And ghastly faces thrust themselves between 
His soul and hopes of peace with blasting mien* 

XXIV. 

l£s heart went out within him, like a spark 
Dropt in the sea ; wherever he made bold 

To turn his eyes, he saw, all stiff and stark, 
Pale Margaret lying dead ; the lavish gold 

Of her loose hair seemed in the cloudy dark 
To spread a glory, and a thousandfold 

More strangely pale and beautiM she grew : 

Her silence staobed his conscience tSrough and 
through: 

XXV. 

Or visions of past days, — a mother's eyes 
That smiled down on the fair boy at her knee, 

Whose happy upturned face to hers replies, — 
He saw Itometmies : or Margaret mournfully 

Gazed on him full of doubt, as one who tries 
To crush belief that does love injury ; 

Then she would wring her hands, but soon again 

Love's patience glimmered out through cloudy 
pain. 

XXVI. 

Meanwhile he dared not ^o and steal away 
The silent, dead-cold witness of his sin ; 

He had not feared the life, but that dull clay. 
Those open eyes that showed the death within, 

Would surely stare him mad ; yet all the day 
A dreadful impulse, whence his will could win 

No refuge, made him linger in the aisle. 

Freezing with his wan look each greeting smile. 

XXVII. 

Now, on the second day there was to be 
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A festiTal in churcli : from far and near 
Came flocking in tibe sanbnmt peasantiy, 

And knight, and dames mth rtatelj antiqM 
cheer, 
Blazing with pomp, as if all fiierie 

Had emptied her quaint halls, or, as it werBy 
The ilimnmated marge of acme old book, 
While we were gazing, life and motion took. 



When all were entered, and the roving eyes 
Of all were staid, some npon fiices bri^iti 

Same on the priests, some on Ihe traceries 
lliat decked the dnmber of a marble ' 

And all the rostiiings ovet that arise 
From recognizing tokens of delimit. 

When fiiendfy Ranees meet, — then rilent ease 

Spread o'er the nmltitade by slow degreesL 

xxcz. 

Then swelled die organ : np thiongh choir and 
nave 

The music trembled with an inward thrill 
Of bliss at its own grandeur : wave cm wave 

Its flood of mellow thunder rose, until 
The hushed air shiTered with the Ihrob it fpire^ 

Then, poising for a moment, it stood sti^ 
And sank and rose a^, to burst m spray 
That wandered into sdence far away. 



Idke to a nughty heart the music seemed. 
That yearns with melodies it cannot speak. 

Until, in grand despair of what it dreamed, 
Li the asony of effort it doth break, 

Yet trium^is breaking ; on it rushed and streamed 
And wantoned in its ml^it, as when a lakoi 
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Long pent among the mountains, bursts its walk 
And in one crowding gush leaps fortih and falls. 

XXXI. 

Deeper and deeper shudders shook the air, 
As the huge bass kept gathering heayily, 

Like thunder when it rouses in its lair, 

And with its hoarse growl shakes the low-hung 
sky, 

It grew up like a darkness everywhere, 
FiUing the vast cathedral ; — suddenly, 

From the dense mass a bov's clear treble broke 

Like lightning, and the fiill-toned choir awoke. 



Through ^rgeous wmdows shone the sun aslant, 
Brimmmg the church with gold and purple 
mist. 

Meet atmo^here to bosom that rich chant. 
Where fitly voices in one strand did twist 

Their varicolored tones, and left no want 
To the delighted soul, which sank abyssed 

In the warm music cloud, while, far below. 

The organ heaved its surges to and fro. 

xxxin. 
As if a lark should suddenly drop dead 

While the blue air yet trembled with its song, 
So snapped at once that music's golden thread, 

Struck by a nameless fear that leapt along 
From heart to heart, and like a shadow spread 

With instantaneous shiver through the throng^ 
So that some glanced behind, as hSif aware 
A hideous shape of dread were standing there. 

xxxzv. 

As when a crowd of pale men gather romid, 



A LEGEND OF BBITTAHT. f i 

Watching an eddy in the leaden deep, 
From which they deem the hody of (me drowned 

Will be cast forth, from face to face doth creep 
An eager dread that holds all tongues fast bonna 

XJnal the horror, with a ghastly leap, 
Starts up, its dead blue arms stretched aimleaslyy 
Heaved with the swinging of the careless sea, — 



So in the faces of all these there grew, 
As by one impulse, a dark, freezing awe, 

Which, with a fearful &Bcination drew 
All eyes toward the altar ; damp and raw 

The air grew suddenly, and no man knew 
Whether perchance his silent neighbor saw 

The dreadml thing which all were sure woakl 
nse 

To scare the strained lids wider team their eyei. 

XXX YI. 

The incense trembled as it upward sent 
Its slow, uncertain thread of wandering bine. 

As 'twere the only livinff element 
In all the church, so deep the stillness grew ; 

It seemed one might have heard it, as it went, 
Give out an audible rustle, curling through 

The midnight silence of that awe-struck air. 

More hushed than death, though so much ^e waf 
there. 

xxxvn. 

Nothing they saw, but a low vcnce was heard 
Threading the ominous silence of that fear, 

Gentle and terrorless as if a bird, 
Wakened by some volcano's glare, should cheer 

The muik air with his song ; yet every word 
In the cathedral's fiirthest areh seemed near, 



73 A LEGEND OF BRITTANT. 

Ae if it spoke to every one apart, 

Like the clear voice of conscience in each heart 

xxxvm. 

'^ O Best, to weary hearts thou art most dear I 
O Silence, after life's bewildering din, 

Thou art most welcome, whether in the sear 
Days of our age thou comest, or we win 

Thy poppy-wreath in youth ! then wherefore here 
Linger I yet, once free to enter in 

At that wished gate which eentle Death doth ope, 

Lito Uie boundless realm of strength and hope ? 

XXXIX. 

*^ Think not in death my love could ever cease ; 

If thou wast false, more need there is for me 
Still to be true ; that slumber were not peace, 

If 'twere un visited with dreams of thee : 
And thou hadst never heard such words as these, 

Save that in heaven I must ever be 
Most comfortless and wretched, seeing this 
Our unbaptized babe shut out from buss. 

XL. 

'< This little spirit with implorin? eyes 
Wanders alone the dreary wild of space ; 

The shadow of his pain forever lies 

Upon my soul in this new dwelUng-place; 

His loneliness makes me in Paradise 
More lonely, and, unless I see his face, 

Even here for grief could I lie down and die, 

Save for my curse of immortality. 

XLL 

" World after world he sees around him swim 

Crowded with happy souls, that take no heed 
Of the sad eyes that from the nighf s &int rim 
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Gaze sick with longing on them as they speed 
With eolden gates, that only shut out him ; 

And shapes sometimes from Hell's abysses freed 
Flap darkly by him, with enormous sweep 
Of wings that roughen wide the pitchy oeep. 

XLn. 

'^ I am a mother, — spiritB do not shake 
This much of earm from them, — and I must pine 

Till I can feel his little hands, and take 
ELis weary head upon this heart of mine ; 

And, might it be, full gladly for his sake 
Would I this solitude of bliss resign, 

And be shut out of Heaven to dwell with him 

Foreyer in that silence drear and dim. 

XLni. 

" I strove to hush my soul, and would not speak 
At first, for thy dear sake ; a woman's love 

Is mighty, but a mother's heart is weak, 
And by its weakness OTercomes ; I strove 

To smother bitter thoughts with patience meek, 
But still in the abyss my soul would rove. 

Seeking my child, and drove me here to claim 

The rite that gives him peace in Christ's dear name. 

xuv. 

* I dit and weep while blessed spirits sing ; 

I can but long and pine the while they praise, 
And, leaning o'er the wall of Heaven, 1 mng 

My voice to where I deem my infant strays, 
Like a robbed bird that cries in vain to bring 

Her nestlings back beneath her wings' embrace 
But sdll he answers not, and I but know 
That Heaven and earth are both alike in woe." 



^ 
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XLV. 

Then the pale priests, with ceremony due, 
Baptized the child within its dreadful tomb 

Beneath that mother^s heart, whose instinct true 
Star-like had battled down the triple gloom 

Of sorrow, love, and death : joung maiaens, too. 
Strewed the pale corpse with many a milkwhite 
bloom. 

And parted Uie bright hair, and on the breast 

Crossed the unconscious hands in toga of rest 

XLVI. 

S<Hne said, that, when the priest had rorinkled o'er 
The consecrated drops, they seemed to hear 

A sigh, as of some heart from travail sore 
Bieleased, and then two voices singing clear, 

Misereatur DeuSy more and more 
Fading &r upward, and their ghastly fear 

Fell from them with that sound, as homes fidl 

From souls upspringing to celestial halL 
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One after one the stars have risen and set. 
Sparkling upon the hoarfrost on my chain : 
Ine Bear, that prowled all nicht about the fold 
Of the North-star, hath shrunk into his den, 
Scared by the blithesome footsteps of the Dawn, 
Whose blushing smile floods all the Orient ; 
And now bright Lucifer otows less and less, 
Into the heaven's blue quiet deep-withf^rawn. 
Sunless and starless all, the desert sky 
Arches above me, empty as this heart 
For ages hath been empty of all joy, 
Except to brood upon its silent hope, 
As o'er its hope of^ day the sky doth now. 
All night have I heard voices : deeper yet 
The deep low breathing of the silence grew, 
While all about, muffled in awe, tiiere stood 
Shadows, or forms, or both, clear-felt at heart, 
But, when I turned to front them, far along 
Only a shudder through the midnight ran, 
And the dense stillness waUed me closer round* 
But still I heard them wander up and down 
That solitude, and flappings of dusk wines 
Did mingle with them, whether of those nag9 
LfCt slip upon me once from Hades deep, 
Or of yet direr torments, if such be, 
I could but guess ; and then toward me came 
A shape as of a woman: very pale 
It was, and calm ; its cold eyes did not move, 
And mine moved not, but only stared on them. 
Their fixed awe went through my brain like io6 ; 
A skeleton hand seemed clutching at my heart, 
And a sharp cMD, as if a dank night fog 
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Suddenly closed me in, was aU I felt : 

And then, methonght, I heard a freezing si^h, 

A long, deep, shivering sigh, as from blue hps 

Stiffening in death, close to mine ear. I thought 

Some doom was close upon me, and I looked 

And saw the red moon through the heav^ mist, 

Just setting, and it seemed as it were Mhng, 

Or reeling to its fall, so dun and dead 

And palsy-struck it looked. Then all soundf 

mei^^d 
Into the rismg surees of the pines, 
Which, leagues below me, clothing the eaunt loini 
Of ancient Caucasus with hairy strength. 
Sent up a murmur in the morning wind. 
Sad as the wail that from the populous earth 
All day and nisht to high Olympus soars. 
Fit incense to Siy wicked throne, O JoTe I 

Thy hated name is tossed once more in scorn 
From off my lips, for I will tell thy doom. 
And are these tears ? Nay, do not triumph, Jove 
They are wruns from me but by the aeomes 
Of prophecy, like those sparse drops which fall 
From douds in travail of the lijghtning, when 
The great wave of the storm high-curled and black 
Bolls steadily onward to its thunderous break. 
Why art thou made a god of, thou poor type 
Of anger, and revenge, and cunning force ? 
True Power was never bom of brutish Strength, 
Nor sweet Truth suckled at the shagsy dugs 
Of that old she-wolf Are thy thunderbolts, 
That quell the darkness for a space, so strong 
As the prevailing patience of meek Light, 
Who, with the invincible tenderness of peace, 
Wins it to be a portion of herself? 
Why art thou made a god of, thou, who hast 
The never-sleeping tenor at thy heart, 
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That birthright of all t3rrantB, worse to bear 

Than this thy ravening bird on which I smile ? 

Thou swear'st to free me, if I will mifold 

What kind of doom it is whose omen flits 

Across thy heart, as o'er a troop of doves 

The fearful shadow of the kite. What need 

To know that truth whose knowledge cannot save f 

Evil its errand hath, as well as Good ; 

When thine is finished, thou art known no more : 

There is a higher purity than thou, 

And higher purity is greater strength ; 

Thy nature is thy doom, at which my heart 

Trembles behind the thick wall of thy might. 

Let man but hope, and -thou art straightway chilled 

With thought of that drear silence and deep night 

Which, like a dream, shall swallow thee and thine: 

Let man but will, and thou art god no more, 

More capable of ruin than the gold 

And ivory that image thee on earth. 

He who hurled down the monstrous Titan4>rood 

Blinded with lightnings, with rough thunden 

stunned. 
Is weaker than a simple human thought. 
My slender voice can shake thee, as the breexe. 
That seems but apt to stir a maiden's hair, 
Sways huge Oceanus from pole to pole : 
For 1 am still Prometheus, and foreknow 
In my wise heart the end and doom of alL 

Tes, I am still Prometheus, wiser grown 
By years of solitude, — ^that holds apart 
The past and future, giving the soul room 
To search into itself, — and long commune 
With this eternal silence ; — more a god. 
In my long-sufiering and strength to meet 
With equal front the direst shsSls of fate, 
Than thou in thy faint-hearted despotism. 
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Girt with thy baby-toys of force and wrath. 

Yes, I am that Prometheus who brought down 

The light to man, which thou, in selfish fear, 

Hadst to thyself usurped, — ^his by sole right. 

For Man hath right to all save Tyranny, — 

And which shall free him yet from thy frail throne. 

Tyrants are but the spawn of Ignorance, 

Beeotten by the slaves they trample on. 

Who, could they win a glimmer of the light, 

And see that Tyranny is always weakness. 

Or Fear with its own bosom ill at ease, 

Would lau^h away in scorn the sand-wove chain 

Which their own olindness feigned for adamant. 

Wrong ever builds on c^uicksands, but the Bight 

To the firm centre lays its moveless base. 

The tyrant trembles, if the air but stirs 

The innocent ringlets of a chUd's free hair. 

And crouches, when the thought of some great 

spirit, 
With world-wide murmur, like a rising gale, 
Over men's hearts, as over standing com. 
Bushes, and bends them to its own strong will. 
So shall some thought of mine yet circle earth, 
And puff away thy crumbling altars, Jove I 

And, wouldst thou know of my supreme revenge 
Poor tyrant, even now dethroned in heart, 
Bealmless in soul, as tyrants ever are. 
Listen ! and tell me if this bitter peak, 
This never-slutted vulture, and these chains 
Shrink not before it ; for it shall befit 
A sorrow-taught, unconc[uered Titan-heart. 
Men, when their death is on them, seem to stand 
On a precipitous crag that overhangs 
The abyss of doom, and in that depth to see, 
As in a glass, the features dim and vast 
Of things to come, the shadows, as it seemst 
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Of what have been. Death ever fironts the wise ; 

Not fearfully, but with clear promises 

Of larger life, on whose brosul vans upbomei 

Their out-look widens, and they see beyond 

The horizon of the Present and the Past, 

Even to the very source and end of things. 

Such am I now : immortal woe hath made 

My heart a seer^ and my soul a judge 

Between the substance and the shadow of TrutL 

The sure supremeness of the BeautL^l, 

By all the martyrdoms made doubly sure 

Oi such as I am, this is my revenge, 

Which of m^ wrongs builds a triumphal arch. 

Through which I see a sceptre and a throne. 

The pipinss of glad shepherds on the hills. 

Tending the flo^ no more to bleed for thee, — 

The songs of maidens pressing with white feet 

The vintage on thine altars poured no more, — 

The murmurous bliss of lovers, underneath 

Dim grape-vine bowera, whose rosy bunches press 

Not Imli so closely their warm cheekf^ unpaled 

By thoughts of thy brute lust, — ^the hiv&-like hum 

0>f peaceful commonwealths, where sunburnt Toil 

Beaps for itself the rich eardi made its own 

By its own labour, lightened with elad hymns 

To an omnipotence which thy mad bolts 

Would cope with as a spark with the vast sea, — 

£ven the spirit of free love and peace, ' 

Duty's sure recompense through life and death,— ^ 

These are such harvests as all masteivspirits 

Reap, haply not on earth, but reap no less 

Because the sheaves are bound by hands nol 

theirs ; li 

These are the bloodless ds^^ers wherewithal ^ 

They stab ^aJlen tyrants, tms their high revenge : ^ 

^or their best part of life on earth is when, 
Long after death, prisoned and pent no more, 
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Their thoughts, their wild dreams even, have 

become 
Part of the necessary air men breathe ; 
When, like the moon, herself behind a cloud, 
They shed down light before us on life's sea, 
That cheers us to steer onward still in hope. 
Earth with her twining memories ivies o'er 
Their holy sepulchres ; the chainless sea. 
In tempest or wide calm, repeats their thoughts ; 
The lightning and the thunder, all free things, 
Have legends of them for the ears of men. 
All other glories are as falling stars. 
But universal Nature watches theirs : 
Such strength is won by love of human kind. 

Not that I feel that hunger afler fame. 
Which souls of a half-greatness are beset with ; 
But that the memory of noble deeds 
Cries, shame upon me idle and the vile. 
And keeps the heart of Man forever up 
To the heroic level of old time. 
To be forgot at first is little pain 
To a heart conscious of such high intent 
As must be deathless on the lips of men ; 
But, having been a name, to smk and be 
A something which the world can do without, 
Which, having been or not, would never change 
The lightest pulse of fate, — this is indeed 
A cup of bitterness the worst to taste, 
And this thy heart shall empty to the dregs. 
Endless despair shall be thy Caucasus, 
And memory thy vulture ; thou wilt find 
Oblivion far lonelier than this peak, — 
Behold thy destiny 1 Thou think'st it much 
That I should brave thee, miserable god 1 
But I have braved a mightier than thou, 
Even the tempting of this soaring heart, 
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Which nught have made me, acarcely leiB than 

thou, 
A god among my brethren weak and blinds- 
Scarce less than thoa, a pitiable thing 
To be down^trodden into dazkness soon. 
But now I am above thee, for thoa art 
The bungling workmanship of fear, the block 
That awes the swart Barbarian ; but I 
Am what myself have made, — a nature wise 
With finding in itself the types of all, — 
With watchmg fh»n the dim yeige of the time 
What things to be are visible in uie gleams 
Thrown forward on them from the luminous past,— 
Wise with the histoiy of its own frail heart, 
With reverence and sorrow, and with love. 
Broad as the world, for freedom and for man. 

Thou and all. strength shall crumble, except 
Love, 
By whom and for whose glory, ye shall cease : 
And, when thou art but a dim moanins heard 
From out the pitiless glooms of Chaos, 1 
Shall be a power and a memory, 
A name to fright all tyrants with, a lijght 
XJnsetting as &e pole-star, a great voice 
Heard in the ];>reathle8s pauses of the fight 
By truth and freedom ever waged with wrong, 
clear as a silver trumpet, to awake 
Huge echoes that frt>m age to age live on 
In kkidred spirits, giving them a sense 
Of boundless power from boundless suffering 

wrung: 
And many a glazing eye shall smile to see 
The memory <j£ my triumph, (for to meet 
Wrong with endurance, and to overcome 
The present with a heart that looks beyond,^ 
Are triumph,) like a prophet eagle, perck 
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Upon the sacred banner of the Bight 
Evil springs up, and flowers, and bears no seedy 
And feeds the green earth with its swifl decay, 
Leaving it richer for the growth of truth ; 
But €r(K>d, once put in action or in thought, 
Like a strong oak, doth from its boughs shed down 
The ripe germs of a forest. Thou, weak god, 
Shalt fade and be forgotten I but this soul. 
Fresh-living still in the serene abyss, 
In every heaving shall partake, that grows 
From heart to heart among the sons of men, — 
As the ominous hum before the earthquake runs 
F&r through the ^gean from roused isle to isle^— 
Foreboding wreck to palaces and shrines. 
And mighty rents in many a cavernous error 
That darkens the free light to man : — This heart, 
Unscarred by thy grim vulture, as the truth 
i Grows but more lovely 'neath the beaks and clawi 

Of Harpies blind that fain, would soil it, shall 
In all the throbbing exultations share 
That wait on freedom's triumphs, and in all 
The glorious agonies of martyr-spirits,— 
Sharp lightnins-throes to split the ja^ed cloadB 
That veu the mture, showing them ike end, — 
Pidn's thorny crown for constancy and truth, 
Girding the temples like a wreath of stars. 
This is a thought, that, like a fabled laurel, 
Makes my faitn lliunder-proof ; and thy dread bolti 
Fall on me like the silent flakes of snow 
On the hoar brows of aged Caucasus : 
But, O thought far more blissful, they can rend 
This cloud of flesh, and make my soul a star 1 

Unleash thy crouching thunders now, O Jove 1 
Free this high heart, which, a poor captive Ions, 
Doth knock to be let forth, this heart which stiU, 
In its invincible manhood, overtops 
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Thy ptmj ffodship, as this monntain doUi 

The pines uiat moss its roots. O, even now, 

While from my peak of snfTerins I look down. 

Beholding with a far-spread fpi£ of hope 

The sunnse of that Beanty, m whose &ce. 

Shone all around with love, no man shall look 

Bat straightway like a god he is uplift 

Unto the throne long empty for his sake, 

And clearly oft foreshadowed in wide dreams 

By his free inward nature, which nor thou, 

Nor any anarch after thee, can bind 

From working its great doom, — ^now, now set fiee 

This essence, not to die, but to become 

Part of that awful Presence which doth hftunt 

The palaces of tyrants, to hunt off, 

l^th its grim eyes and fearful whisperings 

And hideous sense of utter loneliness, 

All hope of safety, all desire of peace, 

All but the loathed forefeeling ot blank death,— 

Part of that spirit which doth ever brood 

In patient calm on the unpilfered nest 

Of man's deep heart, till mighty thoughts grow 

fledsed 
To sail with darkening shadow o'er the world. 
Filling with dread sudi souls as dare not trust 
In the unfailing enerey of Good, 
Until they swoop, and their pale quarry make 
Of some o'erbloated wrong, — ^that spirit which 
Scatters great hopes in the seed-fiem of man, 
Like acorns among ^ain, to grow and be 
A roof for freedom m all coming time 1 

But no, this cannot be ; for ages yet, 
In solitude unbroken, shaJl I hear 
The angry Caspian to the Euxine shout, 
And Euxme answer with a muffled roar, 
On either side storming the giant walls 
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Of CaucastiB with leagues of climbing foam, 
(Less, firom my height, than flakes of downy snow,) 
That draw back bc&ed but to hurl again, 
Snatched up in wrath and horrible turmoil, 
Mountedn on mount^dn, as the Titans erst, 
My brethren, scaling the high seat of Jove, 
Heaved Felion upon Ossa*s shoulders broad 
In vain emprise. The moon will come and go 
With her monotonous vicisdtude ; 
Once beautiful, when I was free to walk 
Among my fellows, and to interchange 
The i^uence benign of loving eyes. 
But now by aged use grown wearisome ; — 
False thought 1 most false I for how could I endori 
These crawling centuries of lonely woe 
XJnshamed by weak complaining, but for thee. 
Loneliest, save me, of all created things, 
Mild-eyed Astarte, my best comforter. 
With thy pale smile of sad benignity ? 

Year afber year will pass away and seem 
To me, iu mine eternal agony. 
But as the shadows of dumb sununer clouds, 
Which I have watched so often darkening o'er 
The vast Sarmatian plain, league-wide at first, 
But, with still swiftness lessening on and on 
mi cloud and shadow meet and mingle where 
The gray horizon fades into the sky. 
Far, far to northward. Yes, for ages yet 
Must I lie here upon my altar hu^, 
A sacrifice for man. Sorrow willbe, 
As it hath been, his portion ; endless doom. 
While the immortal with the mortal linked 
Dreams of its wings and pines for what it dreams, 
With upward yearn unceasing. Better so: 
For wisdom is meek sorrow's patient child, 
And empire over self, and all the deep 
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Btrons charities iihat make men seem like gods ; 
And loTe, that makes &em be gods, mnn her 

breasts 
Sucks in the milk that makes mankind one blood. 
Grood never comes unmixed, or so it seems, 
Having two faces, as some images 
Are carved, of foolish gods ; one &ce is ill ; 
But one heart lies beneath, and that is good, 
As are all hearts, when we explore their depths. 
Therefore, sreat heart, bear up I thou art but type 
Of what alTlofty spirits endure, that &in 
Would win men back to strength and peace through 

love: 
Each hath his lonely peak, and on each heart 
Envy, or scorn, or hatred, tears lifelong 
With vulture beak ; yet the high soul is left; 
And faith, which is but hope crown wise; and ioyie 
And patience, which at last shall oyeroome. 

1848. 
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SONG. 

YiOLBT ! 0weet yiolet ! 
Thine eyes are full of team; 
Are they wet 
Even yet 
With the thought of other yean ? 
Or with gladness are they rail, 
For the night so beautifiu, 
And longing for those fajMjff spheres ? 

LoTed-one of my youth thou wast, 
Of mv merry youth, 
And I see, 
Tearfully, 
All the fair and sunny past, 
All its openness and truth, 
Eyer fresh and green in thee 
As the moss is in the sea. 

Thy little heart, that hath with loye 
Grown colored like the sky aboye, 
On which thou lookest eyer, — 
Can it know 
All the woe 
Of hope for what retumeth neyer, 
Ajl the sorrow and the longing 
To these hearts of ours belongmg? 

Out on it I no foolish pining 
For the sky 
Dims thine eye. 
Or for the stars so calmly shining ; 
Like thee let this soul of mine 
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Take hue from that wherefor I long, 
Self-flta^ed and hi^h, serene and sfong, 
Not satisfied with hoping — but divine. 

Yiolet I dear yiolet 1 

Thy blue eyes are only wet 
With joy and love of him who sent thee. 
And for the fulfilling sense 
Of that glad obedience 
Which made thee all that Nature meant tliee ! 
1841. 
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ROSALINE. 

Thou look'dst on me aJl yesternight, 
Thine eyes were blue, thy hair was bright 
As when we murmured our troth-plight 
Beneath the thick stars,. Rosaline ! 
Thy hair was braided on thy head, 
As on the day we two were wed. 
Mine eyes scarce knew if thou wert dead^ 
But my shrunk heart knew, Rosaline I 

The death-watch ticked behind the wall, 
The blackness rustled like a pall. 
The moaning wind did rise and fall 
Among the bleak pines, Rosaline ! 
My heart beat thickly in mine ears : 
The lids may shut out fleshly fears. 
But still the sjpirit sees and hears, — 
Its eyes are hdless, Rosaline I 

A wfldaess rushing suddeiJy, 

A knowing some ill-shape is nigh, 

A wish for death, a fear to die, — 

Is not this vengeance, Rosaline ? 

A loneliness that is not lone, 

A love quite withered up and gone, 

A strong soul trampled from its throne,— 

What wouldst thou further, Rosaline ? 

Tis drear such moonless nights as these. 
Strange sounds are out upon the breeze* 
And ue leaves shiver in the trees, 
And then thou comest, Rosaline I 
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I seem to hear the mourners go, 
With long black garmenta trailing dow, 
And plumes anodding to and firo, 
As once I heard them, Boealine 1 

Thy shroud is all of snowy white, 
And, in the middle of the night. 
Thou standest moveless and upright, 
Gazing upon me, Rosaline I 
There is no sorrow in thine eyes, 
But evermore that meek surprise, — 
0, God ! thy gentle spirit tnes 
To deem me guiltless, Rosaline I 

A.boYe thy grave the robin sings, 

And swarms of bright and happy thing! 

Flit all about with sunlit wings, — 

But I am cheerless, Rosaline T 

The violets on the hillock toss. 

The gravestone is o'ergrown with moss ; 

For nature feels not any loss, — 

But I am cheerless, Rosaline I 

I did not know when thou wast dead ; 

A blackbird whistUns overhead 

Thrilled through my brain jl would have fled. 

But dared not leave thee, Rosaline ! 

The sun rolled down, and very soon, 

Like a great fure, Ihe awfol moon 

Rose, stained with blood, and then a swoon 

Crept chilly o'er me, Rosaline ! 

The stars came out ; and, one by one, 
Each ansel from his alver throne 
Looked down and saw what I had done : 
I dared not hide me, Rosaline 1 
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I crouclied ; I feared thjr corpse would cry 
Against me to God's quiet sky, 
I mought I saw the blue lips try 
To utter something, Rosaline I 

I waited with a maddened srin 

To hear that voice all icy tnin 

Slide forth and tell mv* deadly sin 

To hell and heaven, KosaUne I 

But no voice came, and then it seemed 

That, if the very corpse had screamed, 

The sound like sunshme glad had streamed 

Through that dark stillness, Bosaline 1 

And then, amid the silent night, 
I screamed with horrible dehght, 
And in my brain an awful li^t 
Did seem to crackle, Bosaline I 
It is my curse I sweet memories fall 
From me like snow, — and only all 
Of that one night, like cold worms crawl 
My doomed heart over, Bosaline I 

Why wilt thou haunt me with thine eyes, 
Wherein such blessed memories, 
Such pitying forgiveness lies. 
Than hate more oitter, Bosaline ? 
Woe's me I I know that love so high 
As thine, true soul, could never die, 
And with mean clay in churchyard lie,— • 
Would it might be so, Bosaline I 
1841. 
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THE SHEPHERD OF KING ADMETUa 

Thebb came a joath upon the eaith, 

Some thousand jeara ago, 
Whose slender hands were nothing worthy 
Whether to plough, or reap, or sow. 

Upon an empty tortoise-shell 

He stretched some chords, and drew 
Music that made men's bosoms swell 
Fearless, or brimmed Iheir eyes with dew. 

Then King Admetos, one who had 

Fore taste bj right diyine. 
Decreed his singine not too bad 
To hear between me cups of wine : 

And so, well-pleased with being sooilied 

Into a sweet half-sleep, 
Three times his kinglj oeard he smoothedy 
And made him viceroy o'er his sheep. 

His words were simple words enonghy 

And yet he used them so, 
That what in other mouths was rough 
In his seemed musical and low. 

Men called him but a shiftless yooth. 

In whom no good they saw; 
And yet, unwittingly, in truth, 
They made his camess words their law. 
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They knew not how he learned at all. 

For idly, hour by hour, 
He sat and watched the dead leaves &1I, 
• Or mused upon a common flower. 

It seemed the loyeliness of things 

Did teach him aJl their use, 
For, in mere weeds, and stones, and springs, 
He found a healing power profiise. 

Men granted that his speech was wise, 

Bu^ when a glance they caught 
Of his slim grace and woman's eyes, 
They laugh^ and called him gdod-foivnaiight 

Yet after he was dead and gone, 

And e'en his memory dim, 
Earth seemed more sweet to live upon, 
More full of love, because of him. 

And day by day more holy grew 
Each spot where he had trod, 
Till after-poets only knew 
Their first-bom brother as a god. 

184SL 
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THE TOKEN. 

It is a mere wild rosebud, 

Quite sallow now, and dry, 
Yet there's something wondrous in it,— 

Some gleams of days gone hy, — 
Dear sights and sounds tnat are to me 
The yef^ moons of memoir. 
And stir my heart's blood far below 
Its short-lived waves of joy and woe. 

Lips must fade and roses wither, 

All sweet times be o'er, — 
They only smile, and, munnuiing ^ Thiiherl' 

Stay with us no more : 
And yet ofbtimes a look or smile, 
Forgotten in a kiss's while, 
Years after firom the dark will start. 
And flash across the trembling heart 

Thou hast given me many roses, 

But never one, like this, 
O'erfloods both sense and spirit 

With such a deep, wild bliss ; 
We must have instincts that glean up 
^arse drops of this life in the cup. 
Whose taste shall give us all that we 
Can prove of immortality. 

Earth's stablest things are shadows. 

And, in the life to come. 
Haply some chance-saved trifle 

May tell of this old home : 
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As now sometimes we seem to find, 
In a dark crevice of the mind, 
Some relic, which, long pondered o^er. 
Hints fiGuntly at a life b^iore. 
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AN INCIDENT IN A BAILBOAD CAB. 

He spoke of Bums : men rude and rough 
Pleased Tound to hear the praise of one 
Whose heart was made of mamy, simple stufl^ 
As homespun as their own. 

And, when he read, they forward leaned, 
Drinldnff, with thirsty hearts and ears, 
EGs brook-nke songs whom glory never weaned 
From humble smiles and tears. 

Slowly there grew a tender awe, 
Sun-hke, o'er faces brown and hisurd, 
As if in him who read they felt and saw 
Some presence of the bard. 

It was a al^ht for on and wrong 
And slayiw tyranny to see, 
A sight to make our faith more pure and strong 
In high humanity. 

I thought, these men will carry hence 
Prompting their former life above, 
And somethmg of a finer reverence 
For beau^, truth, and love. 

God scatters love on every side. 
Freely among his children all, 
And always hearts are lying open wide. 
Wherein some grains may fiJL 



J 



96 AH nrCIDBHT IN A BALLBOAD CAR. 

There is no wind bat soweth seeds 
Of a more tme and open life, 
Which boTBt, onlooked-ror, into high-souled deeds, 
With wayside beauty rife. 

We find within these souls of ours 
Some wild germs of a higher birth. 
Which in the poet's tropic heart bear flowers 
Whose fragrance mis the earth. 

Within the hearts of all men lie 
These promises of wider bliss. 
Which blossom into bopes that cannot die, 
In sunnj hours like this. 

All that hath been majestical 
In life or death, since time begasp 
Is natiye in the simple heart of all, 
The angel heart of man. 

And thus, amone the untaught poor. 
Great deeds and feelings find a nome, 
lliat cast in shadow all the golden lore 
Of classic Greece and Kome. 

O, mighly brotheiHsoul of man, 
Where'er thou art, in low or high, 
Thy skiey arches with exulting span 
O'er-roof infinity ! 

All thoughts that mould the ajge begin 
Deep down within the pximitive soul. 
And finom the many slowly upward win 
To one who grasps the whole : 

In his wide brain the feeling deep 
That struggled on the man^s tongue 
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SweUs to a tide of thought, whose surges leap 
O'er the weak thrones of wrong. 

All thought begins in feehng, — wide 
In the great mass its base is hid, 
And, narrowing up to thought, stands glorified, 
A moveless pyramid. 

Nor is he far astray who deems 
That every hope, which rises and grows broad 
in the world's heart, by ordered impulse streams 
From the great heart of God. 

Grod wills, man hopes : in common souls 
Hope is but vague and undefined, 
TjH, from the poefs ton^e the message rolls 
A blessing to his kmd. 

Never did Poesy appear 
So full of heaven to me, as when 
I saw how it would pierce through pride and fear 
To the lives of coarsest men. 

It may be glorious to write 
Thoughts uiat shall slad the two or three 
High souls, like those &r stars that come in sight 
Once in a century ; — 

But better far it is to speak 
One simple word, whicn now and then 
Shall waken their free nature in the weak 
And friendless sons of men ; 

To write some earnest verse or line, 
Which, seeking not the praise of art, 
Shall make a clearer faith and manhood shine 
In the untutored heart 

TOL. I. 7 
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He who doth this, in Terse or prose, 
May be forgotten in his day, 
But surelj sh^ be crowned at last with those 
Who live and speak for aye. 

1842. 
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RHCECUS. 

God sends his teachers anto eveir age, 

To every clime, and every race of men, 

With revelations fitted to their growth. 

And shape of mind, nor gives the realm of Tnitii 

Into the selfish rule of one sole race : 

Therefore each form of worship that hath swayed 

The life of man, and given it to grasp 

The masteivkey of knowledge, reverence, 

Enfolds some germs of goodness and of right ; 

Else never had the eager soul, which loathes 

The slothful down of pampered ignorance, 

Found in it even a moment's fitfm rest 

There is an instinct in the hnman heart 
Which makes that all the fables it hath coined, 
To justify the rdlgn of its belief 
And strengthen it by beauty's right divine, 
Veil in their inner cells a mjstic gift, 
Which, like the hazel twig, m fiutnM hands, 
Points surely to the hidden springs of truth. 
For, as in nature naught is made in vain, 
But all things have within their hull of use 
A wisdom and a meaning which may speak 
Of spiritual secrets to the ear 
Of spirit ; so, in whatsoe'er the heart 
Hath fashioned for a solace to itself, 
To make its inspirations suit its creed, 
And from the niggard hands of falsehood wring 
Its needful food m truth, there ever is 
A sympathy with Nature, which reveals, 
Not less than her own works, pure gleams of lighl 
And earnest parables of inward lore. 
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Hear now this fsdry legend of old Greece, 
As fiill of freedom, youth, and beauty still 
As the immortal freshness of that grace 
Carved for all ages on some Attic irieze. 

A youth named Bhoecus, wandering in the woodf 
Saw an old oak just trembling to its fall, 
And, feeling pity of so fair a tree. 
He propped its gray trunk with admiring care, 
And with a thoughdess footstep loitered on. 
But, as he turned, he heard a voice behind 
That murmured " Bhoecus I ** 'Twas as if the leavefl^ 
Stirred bv a passing breath, had murmured it. 
And, while he paused bewildered, yet again 
It murmured *^ Khoecus 1 " softer than a breeze. 
He started and beheld with dizzy eyes 
What seemed the substance of a happy dream 
Stand there before him, spreading a warm glow 
Within the green glooms of the wadowy oak. 
It seemed a woman's shape, yet all too fair 
To be a woman, and with eyes too meek 
For any that were wont to mate with gods. 
All naked like a goddess stood she there, 
And like a goddess all too beautiM 
To feel the guilt-bom earthliness of shame. 
" Bhoecus, I am the Dryad of this tree," 
Thus she began, dropping her low-toned woidl 
Serene, and full, and clear, as drops of dew, 
** And with it I am doomed to live and die ; 
The rain and sunshine are m^ caterers, 
Nor have I other bliss than simple life ; 
Now ask me what thou wilt, that I can give, 
And with a thankfiil joy it shall be thine." 

Then Bhoecus, with a flutter at the heart, 
Yet, by the prompting of such beauty, bold, 
Answered : '^ What is there that can satisfy 
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The endless craving of the soul but love ? 
Give me thy love, or bat the hope of that 
Which must be evermore my spirit's goal." 
After a little pause she said agsun, 
But with a gbmpse of sadness in her tone, 
^ I give it, Khoecus, though a perilous gift ; 
An nour before the sunset meet me here." 
And straightway there was nothing he could see 
But the green glooms beneath the shadowy oak, 
And not a sound came to his straining ears 
But the low trickling rustle of the leaves. 
And far awav upon an emerald slope 
The falter of'^ an idle shepherd's pipe. 

Now, in those days of simpleness and fiiith, 
Men did not think that happy things were dreams 
Because they overstepped the narrow bourne 
Of likelihood, but reverently deemed 
Nothing too wondrous or too beautifiil 
To be me guerdon of a daring heart 
So Rhcecus made no doubt that he was blest, 
And all along unto the city's gate 
Earth seemed to spring beneath him as he walkedi 
The clear, broad sky looked bluer than its wont, 
And he could scarce believe he had not wings 
Such sunshine seemed to slitter through his veins 
Instead of blood, so light he felt and strange. 

Young Rhoecus had a faithful heart enough, 
But one that in the present dwelt too much, 
And, taking with blithe welcome whatsoe'er 
Chance gave of joy, was wholly bound in that, 
Like the contented peasant of a vale, 
Deemed it the world, and never looked beyond. 
So, haply meeting in the afternoon 
Some comrades who were playing at the dice, 
He joined them and forgot all else bende. 



102 BHCECUS. 

The dice were rattling at the merriest, 
And Khoecus, who had met but sony luck, 
Just laughed in triumph at a happy throw, 
Wlien mrough the room there hummed a yellow 

bee 
That buzzed about his ear with down-dropped legs 
As if to light. And Khoecus laughed and said, 
Feeling how red and flushed he was with loss, 
" By Venus I does he take me for a rose ? " 
And brushed him off with rough, impatient hand. 
But still the bee came back, and thnce agsdn 
Rhoecus did beat him off with growing wrath. 
Then through the window flew the wounded bee, 
And Rhoecus, tracking him with angry eyes, 
Saw a sharp mountain-peak of Thessaly 
Against the red disc of the setting sun, — 
And instantly the blood sank firom his heart. 
As if its very walls had caved away, 
l^thout a word he turned, and, rushing forth. 
Ran madly through the cily and the gate, 
And o'er the plain, which now the wood's long 

shade. 
By the low sun thrown forward broad and dim. 
Darkened wellnigh unto the city's wall. 

Quite spent and out of breath he reached the 
tree. 
And, listening fearfully, he heard once more 
The low voice murmur ^* Rhoecus I " close at hand : 
Whereat he looked around him, but could see 
Nought but the deepening glooms beneath the oak. 
Then sighed the voice, '^ Oh, Rhoecus I nevermore 
Shalt thou behold me or by day or night. 
Me, who would fain have blessed thee with a lova 
More ripe and bounteous than ever yet 
Filled up with nectar any mortal heart : 
But thou didst scorn my humble messenger. 
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And senfst him back to me with bruised wingp. 

We spirits only show to gentle eyes. 

We ever ask an nndiyided love, 

And he who scorns the least of Nature's works 

Is thenceforth exiled and shut out from alL 

Farewell I for thou canst never see me more.** 

Then BJmbcus beat his breast, and groaned aloud 
And cried, '« Be pitiful 1 forgive me yet 
This once, and I shall never need it more I " 
^ Alas I " the voice returned, ^* 'tis thou art l^d, 
Not I unmerciful ; I can forgive. 
But have no skill to heal thy spirifs eyes ; 
Onlv the soul hath power o'er itself." 
Wim that again there murmured ^* Nevermore 1 " 
And Bhcecus after heard no other sound. 
Except the ratdins of the oak's crisp leaves, 
Like the long surf upon a distant shore. 
Baking the sea-worn pebbles up and down. 
The night had gathered round him : o'er the plain 
The ci^ sparkled with its thousand lights, 
And sounds of revel fell upon his ear 
Harshly and like a curse ; above, the sky, 
With sJl its bright sublimity of stars, 
Deepened, and on his forehead smote the breeie 
Beauty was all around him and delight. 
But £com that eve he was alone on eartL 
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THE FALCON. 

I KNOW a falcon swift and peerless 
As e'er was cradled in the pine ; 

No bird had ever eye so fearless, • 
Or wing so strong as this of mine. 

The winds not better love to pilot 
A cloud with molten gold o'errun, 

Than him, a litde burning islet, 
A star above the coming sun. 

For with a lark's heart he doth tower, 
By a glorious, upward instinct drawn ; 

No bee nestles deeper in the flower 
Than he in the bursting rose of dawn. 

No harmless dove, no bird that singeth, 
Shudders to see him overhead ; 

The rush of his fierce swooj^ing bringeth 
To innocent hearts no thnll of dread. 

Let fraud and wrong and baseness shiver. 
For still between them and the sky 

The falcon Truth hangs poised forever 
And marks them with his vengeM eye. 
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Whether the idle prisoner throagh his grate 
Watches the waving of the grass-toft smiul, 
Which, having colonized its rift i* the wall. 
Takes its free risk of good or evil fate, 
And, from the sky's just helmet draws its lot 
Dsuly of shower or sunshine, cold or hot; — 
Whether the closer caplive of a creed, 
Cooped up from birth to grind out endless chaff. 
Sees through his treadmiu-bars the noonday laugh, 
And feels in vain his crumpled pinions breed ; — 
Whether the Georgian slave look up and mark. 
With bellying sails puffed full, the tall cloud-bark 
Sink nortnward slowly, — thou alone seem'st good, 
F^r only thou, O Freedom, whose desire 
Can light in muddiest souls quick seeds of fire, 
And strain life's chords to the old heroic mood. 

n. 

Yet are there other gifts more fair than thine, 
Nor can I count him happiest who has never 
Been forced with his own hand his chains to 

sever. 
And for himself find out the way divine ; 
He never knew the aspirer^s glorious pains,^ 
He never earned the struggle's priceless gains. 
O, block by block, with sore and sharp endeavor, 
Lifelong we build these human natures up 
Into a temple fit for freedom's shrine. 
And Trial ever consecrates the cup 
Wherefix)m we pour her sacrificial wine. 
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A BEQCI^M. 

Ay, pale and silent maiden, 

Cold as thou liest there. 
Thine was the sunniest nature 

That ever drew the air, 
The wildest and most wayward, 

And yet so gently kind, 
Thou seemedst but to body 

A breath of summer wind. 

Into the eternal shadow 

That girds our life around. 
Into the infinite silence 

Wherewith Death's shore is bound* 
Thou hast gone forth, beloved I 

And I were mean to weep, 
That thou hast left Life's shallows^ 

And dost possess the Deep. 

Thou liest low and silent, 

Thy heart is cold and still. 
Thine eyes are shut forever. 

And Death hath had his will ; 
He loved and would have taken, 

I loved and would have kept. 
We strove, — and he was stronger, 

And I have never wept 

Let him possess thy body, 

Thy soul is still with me. 
More sunny and more gladsome 

Than it was wont to oe : 
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Thy body was a fetter 
That bound me to the flesh. 

Thank God that it is broken, 
And now I live afiresh I 

Now I can see thee cleaily ; 

The dusky doud of clay, 
That hid thy starry spirit, 

Is rent and blown away : 
To earth I give thy body, 

Thy spirit to the sky, 
I saw its bright wings growing, 

And knew that thou must fly. 

Now I can love thee truly. 

For nothing comes between 
The senses and the spirit, 

The seen and the unseen ; 
Lifts the eternal shadow, 

The silence bursts apart, 
And the soul's boundless fiifciire 

Is present in my heart 
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A PARABLE. 

Worn and footsore was the Prophet, 
When he gained the holy hill ; 

** God has left the earth,'' he murmured, 
'* Here his presence lingers still. 

^ God of all the olden prophets, 
Wilt thou speak with men no more ? 

Have I not as truly served thee, 
As thy chosen ones of yore ? 

'< Hear me, guider of my fathers, 
Lo ! a humble heart is mine ; 

By thy mercy I beseech thee. 
Grant thy servant but a sign I " 

Bowing then his head, he listened 
For an answer to his prayer ; 

No loud burst of thunder followed, 
Not a murmur stirred the air : — 

But the tuft of moss before him 
Opened while he waited yet, 

And, from out the rock's ha^d bosom, 
Sprang a tender violet 

'* God I I thank thee," said the Prophet ; 

" Hard of heart and blind was I, 
Looking to the holy mountain 

For 3ie gift of prophecy. 
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** Still thou speakest with thy children 

Freely as in eld sublime ; 
Humbleness, and love, and patience, 

Still give empire over time. 

'' Had I trusted in my nature, 

And bad fsuth in lowly things, 
Thou thyself wouldst then have sought me. 

And set free my spirit's wingB. 

" But I looked for signs and wonders, 
That o'er men shoold giye me sway, 

Thirsting to be more than mortal, 
I was even less than clay. 

^ Ere I entered on my journey. 

As I girt my Imns to start, 
Ban to me my little daughter, 

The beloved of my heart ; — 

** In her hand she held a flower, 

Like to this as like may be, 
Which, beside my very uureshold. 
She had plucked and brought to me.* 
1842. 
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A GLANCE BEHIND THE CUKTAIN. 

We see but half the causes of our deeds, 
Seeking them wholly in the outer life, 
And heedless of the encircling spirit-world, 
Which, though unseen, is felt, and sows in us 
All germs of pure and world-wide purposes. 
From one stage of our being to the next 
We pass unconscious o*er a slender bridge. 
The momentary work of unseen hands, 
Which crumbles down behind us ; looking back. 
We see the other shore, the gulf between. 
And, marvelling how we won to where we stand. 
Content ourselves to call the builder Chance^ 
We trace the wisdom to the apple's fall, 
Not to the birth-throes of a mighty Truth 
Which, for long ages in blank Chaos dumb. 
Yet yearned to be incarnate, and had found 
At last a spirit meet to be the womb 
From which it might be bom to bless mankind^— 
Not to the soul of Newton, ripe with all 
The hoarded thoughtftilness of earnest years, 
And waiting but one ray of sunlight more 
To blossom fully. 

But whence came that ray ? 
We call our sorrows Destiny, but ought 
Bather to name our high successes so. 
Only the instincts of great souls are Fate, 
And have predestined sway : all other thmgi^ 
Except by leave of us, could never be. 
For Destmy is but the breath <^ Grod 
Still moving in us, the last fragment left 
Of our unfallen nature, waking oft 
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Within oar thought, to beckon us beyond 
The narrow circle of the seen and known, 
And always tendin? to a noble end, 
As all things must Uiat OTerrole the sonl, 
And for a space unseat the helmsman, WilL 
The fate of England and of freedom once 
Seemed wavering in the heart of one plain man 
One step of his, and the great dial-hand, 
That marks the destined prepress of the world 
In the eternal round from wisdom on 
To higher wisdom, had been made to pause 
A hundred years. That step he did not take^— 
He knew not why, nor we, but only God,— 
Ard lived to make his simple oaken chair 
More terrible and grandly beautiful. 
More ftdl of majes^ than any throne 
Before or after, of a British king. 

Upon the pier stood two stem-visaged meili 
Loosing to where a little craft lay moored. 
Swayed by the lazy current of the Thames, 
Which weltered by in muddy listlessness. 
Grave men they were, and battlings of fteica 

thought 
Had trampled out all sofhiess from their brows. 
And ploughed rough furrows there before thfllr 

time, 
For other crop than such as homebred Peace 
Sows broadcast in the willing soil of Youth. 
Care, not of self, but of the commonweal, 
Had robbed their eyes of youth, and left instead 
A look of patient power and iron will. 
And something fiercer, too, that gave broad hint 
Of the plain weapons girded at tiieir ndes. 
The younger had an aspect of command, — 
Not such as trickles down, a slender stream, 
In the shrunk channel of a great descent,-^ 
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Bui SQch as lies entowered in heart and head, 
And an arm prompt to do the liests of both. 
His was a brow where gold were out of place, 
And jet it seemed right worthy of a crown, 
(Thoogh he despised sach,^ wero it only made 
Of iron, or some seryiceable stuff 
Hiat would hare matched his ranewy, brown face. 
The elder, although snch he hardly seemed, 
(Care makes so little of scxne five short years,) 
Had a clear, honest &ce, whose rough-hewn strengtk 
Was mildened by the scholar's wiser heart 
To sober courage, such as best befits 
The unsullied temper of a well-taught mind. 
Yet so remained that one could phunly guess 
The hushed volcano smouldering underneath. 
He spoke : the other, hearing, kept his gaze 
Still fixed, as on some problem in the sl^. 

** O, Cromwell, we are fallen on evil times I 
There was a day when England had wide room 
For honest men as well as foolish kin^ ; 
But now the uneasy stomach of the tune 
Turns squeamish at them both. Therefore let us 
Seek out that savage clime, where men as yet 
Are free : there sleeps the vessel on the tide, 
Her languid canvas drooping for the wind ; 
Give us out that, and what need we to fear 
This Order of the Council ? The firee waves 
Will not say. No, to please a wayward king. 
Nor will the winds turn traitors at his beck : 
All things are fitly cared for, and the Lord 
Will watch as kindly o'er the exodus 
Of us his servants now, as in old time. 
We have no cloud or fire, and haply we 
May not pass dry-shod through the ocean-stream ; 
But, saved or lost, all things are in His hand." 
So spake he, and meantime the other stood 
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\^th wide gray eyes still reading the blank air. 
As if upon the sky's blue wall he saw 
Some mystic sentence, written by a hand, 
Such as of old made pale the Assyrian king, 
Girt with his satraps m the blazing feast 

^* Hampden I a moment since, my porpoee was 
To fly with thee,— for I will call it flight, 
Nor flatter it with any smoother name, — 
But something In me bids me not to go ; 
And I am one, thou knowest, who, unmoved 
By what the weak deem omens, yet give heed 
Ajid reverence due to whatsoe'er my soul 
Whispers of warning to the inner ear. 
Moreover, as I know .that God brings round 
His purposes in ways undreamed by us, 
And makes the wicked but his instruments 
To hasten on their swifl and sudden fall, 
I see the beauty of his providence 
In the King's order : bhnd, he will not let 
His doom part fcom him, but must bid it stay 
As 'twere a cricket, whose enlivening chirp 
He loved to hear beneath his very hearth. 
Why should we fly ? Nay, why not rather stay 
And rear again our Zion's crumbled walls. 
Not, as of md the walls of Thebes were built, 
By minstrel twanging, but, if need should be. 
With the more potent music of our swords ? 
Think'st thou that score of men beyond the sea 
Claim more God's care than all of England here ? 
No : when he moves His arm, it is to aid 
Whole peoples, heedless if a few be crushed, 
As some are ever, when the destiny 
Of man takes one stride onward nearer home. 
Believe it, 'tis the mass of men He loves ; 
And, where there is most sorrow and most want, 
Where the high heart of man is trodden down 

VOL. I. 8 
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The most, 'tis not because He hides his &uce 
From them in wrath, as purblind teachers prate : 
Not so : there most is He, for there is He 
Most needed. Men who seek for Fate abroad 
Are not so near his heart as they who dare 
Frankly to face her where she faces them, 
On their own threshold, where their souls are 

strong 
To grapple with and throw her ; as I once, 
Being yet a boy, did cast this puny king. 
Who now has grown so dotard as to deem 
That he can wrestle with an angry realm, 
And throw the brawned Antssus of men's rights. 
No, Hampden I they have half-way conquer^ Fate 
Who go half-way to meet her, — as will I. 
Freedom hath yet a work for me to do ; 
So speaks that inward voice which never yet 
Spake falsely, when it urged the spirit on 
To noble deeds for country and mankind. 
And, for success, I ask no more than this, — 
To bear unflinching witness to the truth. 
All true, whole men succeed ; for what is worth 
Success's name, unless it be the thought. 
The inward surety, to have carried out 
A noble purpose to a noble end, 
Although it be the gallows or tiie block ? 
Tia only Falsehood that doth ever need 
These outward shows of gain to bolster her. 
Be it we prove the weaker with our swords ; 
Truth only needs to be for once spoke out. 
And there's such music in her, such strange rhythm, 
As makes men's memories her joyous slaves, 
And clings around the soul, as the sk^ clings 
Hound the mute earth, forever beautiful, 
And, if o'erclouded, only to burst forth 
More all-embracingly divine and clear : 
Got but the truth once uttered, and 'tis like 



.'' 



A QLANCB BBHmi> THE CUBTAIH. Ill 

A star new-bom, that drops into its place, 
And which, once circling in its placid round, 
Not all the tumult of the earth can shake. 

'' What should we do in that smaU colony 
Of pinched fanatics, who would rather choose 
Freedom to clip an inch more from their hair, 
Than the great chance of setting England free ? 
Not there, amid the stormy wilderness. 
Should we learn wisdom ; or if learned, what roon 
To put it into act,— else worse than naueht ? 
We learn our souls more, tossing for an hour 
Upon this huge and ever^yexed sea 
Of human thought, where kingdoms go to wreck 
Like fragile bubbles yonder in the stream, 
Than in a cycle of New England sloth, 
Broke only by some petty Indian war, 
Or quarrel for a letter more or less. 
In some hard word, which, spelt in either way 
Not their most learned clerks can understand. 
New times demand new measures and new men ; 
The world adyances, and in time outgrows 
The laws that in our fathers' day were best; 
And, doubtless, after us, some purer scheme 
Will be shs^d out by wiser men than we, 
Made wiser by the steady growth of truth. 
We cannot bring Utopia by force ; 
But better, almcSt, be at work in sin ; 
Than in a brute inaction browse and sleep. 
No man is bom into the world, whose woik 
Is not bom with him ; there is always work. 
And tools to work withal, for those who will ; 
And blessed are the homy hands of toil I 
The busy world shoyes angrily aside 
The man who stands with arms akimbo set^ 
Until occasion tells him what to do ; 
4nd he who waits to haye his tai^ marked out 
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Shall die and leave his errand unfulfilled. 

Our time is one that calls for earnest deeds : 

Reason and Government, like two broad seas, 

Yearn for each other with outstretched arms 

Across this narrow isthmus of the throne, 

And roll their white surf higher every day. 

One age moves onward, and the next builds up 

Cities and gorgeous palaces, where stood 

The rude log huts of those who tamed the wild, 

Searing from out the forests they had felled 

The goodly framework of a fairer state ; 

The builder^s trowel and the settler's axe 

Are seldom wielded by the selfsame hand ; 

Ours is the harder task, yet not the less 

Shall we receive the blessing for our toil 

From the choice spirits of the aftertime. 

My soul is not a palace of the past, 

Y/here outworn creeds, like Kome's gray senate 

quake, 
Hearing afar Yandal's trunmet hoarse, 
That shakes old systems with a thunder-fit. 
The time is ripe, and rotten-ripe, for change ; 
Then let it come : I have no dread of what 
Is called for by the instinct of mankind; 
Nor think I that God's world will fall apart, 
Because we tear a parchment more or less. 
Truth is eternal, but her effluence. 
With endless change is fitted to the hour ; 
Her mirror is turned forward to reflect 
The promise of the future, not the past 
He who would win the name of truly great 
Must understand his own age and the next, 
And make the present ready to fulfil 
Its prophecy, and with the fiiture merge 
Grently and peaceftdly, as wave with wave. 
The future works out great men's destinies; 
The present is enough for common souls, 
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Who, never looking forward, are indeed 
Mere clay, wherein the footprints of their age 
Are petrified forever : better those 
Who lead the blind old giant by the hand 
From out the pathless desert where he gropes, 
And set him onward in his darksome way. 
I do not fear to follow oat the truth, 
Albeit along the precipice's edge. 
Let us spesS: plain : there is more force in namei 
Than most men dream of; and a lie may keep 
Its throne a whole i^ longer, if it skulk 
Behind the shield oi some fair-seeming name. 
Let us call tyrants, tyrants, and maintein. 
That only freedom comes by grace of God, 
And all that comes not by his grace must fall ; 
For men in earnest have no time to waste 
In patching fig-leaves for the naked truth. 

** I will have one more grapple with the man 
Charles Stuart : whom the bov o'ercame. 
The man stands not in awe of. I, perchance, 
Am one raised up by the Almighty arm 
To witness some great truth to all the world. 
Souls destined to o'erleap the vulvar lot. 
And mould the world unto the scheme of Grod, 
Have a fore-consciousness of their high doom , 
As men are known to shiver at the heart, 
When the cold shadow of some coming ill 
Creeps slowly o'er their spirits unawares. 
Hath Good less power of prophecy than 111 ? 
How else could men whom God hath called to swa^ 
Earth's rudder, and to steer the bark of Truth, 
Beatins against the tempest toVrd her port. 
Bear aB the mean and buzzing grievances, 
The petty martyrdoms, wherewith Sin strives 
To weary out the tethered hope of Faith, 
Xhe sneers, the unrecognizing look of friends, 
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Who worship the dead corpse of old king Custonii 
Where it doth lie in state within the Church, 
Striving to cover up the mighty ocean 
With a man's palm, and m^^ng even the trutih 
Lie for them, holding up the glass reversed, 
To make the hope of man seem ftirther off? 
My God I when I read o'er the bitter lives 
Of men whose eager hearts were quite too great 
To beat beneath the cramped mode of the day, 
And see them mocked at oy the world they love, 
Haggling with prejudice for pennyworths 
Of mat reform which their hard toil will make 
The common birthright of the age to come, — 
When I see this, spite of my faim in God, 
I marvel how their hearts bear up so long ; 
Nor could they, but for this same prophecy. 
This inward feeling of the glorious end. 

'' Deem me not fond ; but in my wanner youth. 
Ere my hearths bloom was soiled and brushed away, 
I had great dreams of mighty things to come ; 
Of conquest, whether by the sword or pen 
I knew not; but some conquest I would have, 
Or else swift death : now wiser grown in years, 
I find youth's dreams are but the flutterings 
Of those strong wings whereon the soul shall soar 
In aftertime to win a starry throne ; 
And so I cherish them, for they were lots. 
Which I, a boy, cast in the helm of Fate. 
Now will I draw them, since a man's right hand, 
A ri^ht hand guided by an earnest sou^ 
With a true instinct, takes the g^den prize 
From out a thousand blanks. What men call Inck 
Is the prerogative of valiant souls. 
The fealty life pays its rightful kings. 
The helm is shaking now, and I wm stay 
To pluck my lot forth ; it were sin to fiee I " 
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So tfaey two turned together ; one to die, 
Fighting for freedom on the bloody field ; 
The other, far more happy, to become 
A name earth wears forever next her heart; 
One of the few that have a right to rank 
With the true Makers : for his spirit wrought 
Order from Chaos ; proved that rig^t divine * 
Dwelt only in the excellence of trath ; 
And far within old Darkness' hostile lines 
Advanced and pitched the shining tents of Lighti 
Nor shall the gratefid Muse foi^et to tell, 
That — not the least among bis many claims 
To deathless honour — ^he was Milton's firiend, 
A man not seocMid amcMiff those who lived 
To show us that the poers lyre demands 
An arm of tougher smew than the swoid. 

18a 
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SONG. 

O, MOONLIGHT deep and tender, 
A year and more agone, 

Your mist of golden splendor 
Bound my betrothal shone I 

O, elm-leaves dark and dewy, 
The yery same ye seem, 

The low wmd trembles through yop 
Ye murmur in my dream 1 

O, riyer, dim with distance, 

Flow thus forever by, 
A part of my existence 

Within your heart doth lie I 

O, stars, ye saw our meeting, 
Two beings and one soul. 

Two hearts so madly beating 
To mingle and be whole I 

O, happy night, deliver 

Her Kisses back to me, 
Or keep them all, and give her 

A blissful dream of me 1 
1842. 
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dXyeivd itev fdoi xdl Xtyav iartv rd&e 

^schylns, Prom. Vinct. 197 

The old Cliief, feeling now well-ni^h his end, 
CiJled his two eldest chOdren to his side, 
And gave them, in few words, his parting charge I 
^ My son and daughter, me ye see no more ; 
The happy hunting-grounds await me, green 
With change of spnng and summer uurough the 

year: 
But, for remembrance, after I am gone, 
Be kind to little Sheemah for my ^e : 
Weakling he is and young, and knows not yet 
To set the trap, or draw tike seasoned bow ; 
Therefore of both your loves he hath more need. 
And he, who needeth love, to love hath right ; 
It is not like our Airs and stores of com, 
Whereto we'cl^um sole title by our toil. 
But the Great Spirit plants it in our hearts. 
And waters it, and gives it sun, to be 
The common stock and heritage of all : 
Therefore be kind to Sheemah, that yourselves 
May not be lefl deserted in your need." 

Alone, be^de a lake, their wigwam stood, 
Far from the other dwellings of their tribe ; 
And, after many moons, the loneliness 
Wearied the elder brother, and he said, 

* For ttie leadtng inddentB In this tale, I am Indebtod to tt« 
fexy TBlnable *^Alglo Befleaxohefl " of Henzy R. Sohoolonift, flfeg. 
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<< Why should I dwell here all alone, shut oiit 
From the free, natural joys that fit my age ? 
Lo, I am tall and strong, well skilled to hunt. 
Patient of toil and hunger, and not yet 
Have seen the danger which I dared not look 
Full in the face; wnat hinders me to be 
A mishty Brave and Chief among my kin ?" 
So, twng up his arrows and his tow. 
As if to hunt, he ioumeyed swiftly on. 
Until he gained the wigwams of his tribe, 
Where, cnooaing out a oride, he soon forgot, 
In all the fret and bustle of new life. 
The little Sheemah and his father's charge. 

Now when the sister found her brother gone, 
And that, for many days, he came not back, 
She wept for Sheemah more than for herseU*; 
For Love bides longest in a woman's heart, 
And flutters many tunes before he flies. 
And then doth perch so nearly, that a word 
May lure him black, as swift and glad as light ; 
And Duty lingers even when Love is gone 
Oft looking out in hope of his return ; 
^nd, aft^r Duty hath been driven forth. 
Then Selfishness creeps in the last of all, 
Warming her lean hands at the lonely hearth, 
And crouching o'er the embers, to shut out 
Whatever paltry warmth and light are left, 
With avaricious greed, from aU. oeside. 
So, for long months, the sister hunted wide. 
And cared for little Sheemah tenderly ; 
But, daily more and more, the loneliness 
Grew wearisome, and to herself she si&hed, 
*^ Am I not fidr ? at least the glassy pocu, 
That hath no cause to flatter, teUs me so ; 
But, O, how flat and meaningless the tale. 
Unless it tremble on a lover's tongue J 
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Beaniy Latii no true glass, except it be 
In the sweet privacy of loving eyes." 
Thus deemed she idly, and forgot the lore 
Which she had learned of nature and the woodfi 
That beauty's chief reward is to itself, 
And that the eyes of Love reflect alone 
The inward fairness, which is blurred and lost 
Unless kept clear and white by Duty's care. 
So she went forth and sought the haunts of men, 
And, being wedded, in her household cares, 
Soon, like the elder brother, quite foreot 
The little Sheemah and her father's cnaige. 

But Sheemah, left alone within the lodge, 
Waited and waited, with a shrinking heart, 
Thinking each rustle was his sister's step, 
TtlH hope grew less and less, and then went out, 
And every sound was changed from hope to fear. 
Few sounds there were : — me dropping of a nut, 
The squirrel's chirrup, and the jay's hush scream, 
Autumn's sad remnants oi blithe Summer's cheer, 
Heard at long intervab, seemed but to make 
The dreadful void o£ silence mlenter. 
Soon what small store his sister left was gone, 
And, through the Autumn, he made shift to live 
On roots and berries, gathered in much fear 
Of wolves, whose ghastly howl he heard ofttuuMi 
Hollow and hungry, at die dead of nisht 
But Winter came at last, and, when the snow. 
Thick-heaped for gleaming leagues o'er hill and 

plam. 
Spread its unbroken silence over all, 
Made bold by hunger, he was fain to ^ean, 
^ore sick at heart than Buth, and all alone,) 
Afler the harvest of the merciless wolf. 
Grim Boaz, who, sharp-ribbed and gaunt, yet feared 
A thing more wild and starving than himself; 
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TOl, by degrees, the wolf and lie grew fnends, 
And sharea together all the winter through. 

Late in the Spring, when all the ice was gone. 
The elder brother, £hing in the lake, 
Upon whose edge his father's wigwam stood, 
Heard a low moaning noise upon the shore : 
Half like a child it seemed, half like a wolf. 
And straightway there was something in his heart 
That said, " It is thy brother Sheem^*8 voice." 
So, paddling swiftly to the bank, he saw, 
Within a little thicket close at hand, 
A child that seemed fast changing to a wolf. 
From the neck downward, gray with shaggy hai? 
That still crept on and upward as he looked. 
The face was turned away, but well he knew 
That it was Sheemah's, even his brother's face. 
Then with his trembling hands he hid his eyes, 
And bowed his head, so that he might not see 
The first look of his brother's eyes, and cried, 
<* O, Sheemah ! O, my brother, speak to me I 
Dost thou not know me, that I am thy brother ? 
Come to me, little Sheemah, thou shalt dwell 
With me henceforth, and know no care or want!'' 
Sheemah was silent for a space, as if 
"Twere hard to summon up a human voice, 
And, when he spake, the sound was of a wolf's : 
^ I know thee not, nor art thou what thou say'st ; 
I have none other brethren than the wolves, 
And, till thy heart be changed from what it is. 
Thou art not worthy to be called their kin." 
Then sroaned the other, with a choking tongue 
"Alas ) my heart is changed right bitterly ; 
Tis shrunk and parched within me even now I * 
And, looking upward fearfully, he saw 
Only a woli that shrank away and ran. 
Ugly and fierce, to hide among the woods. 
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Men I whose boast it is that ye 
Come of fathers brave and £ree, 
If there breathe on earth a slave, 
Are ye truly free and brave ? 
If ye do not feel the chain, 
When it works a brother's pain, 
Are ye not base slaves indeed. 
Slaves unworthy to be freed ? 

Women 1 who shall one day bear 
Sons to breathe New England air. 
If ye hear, without a blush, 
Deeds to make the roused blood rush 
Like red lava through your veins. 
For your sisters now in chains, — 
Answer I are ye fit to be 
Mothers of the brave and fi^e ? 

Is true Freedom but to break 
Fetters for our own dear sake. 
And, with leathern hearts, forset 
That we owe mankind a debt? 
No I true freedom is to share 
All the chains our brothers wear. 
And, with heart and hand, to be 
Earnest to make others free 1 

They are slaves who fear to speak 
For the fallen and the weak ; 
They are slaves who will not choose 
Hatred, scoffing, and abuse. 
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Baiiier than in silence shrink 
From the truth they needs must think; 
Thej are slaves who dare not be 
la the rif^t with two or three. 
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The cordage creaks and rattles in ihe wind. 
With freaks of sudden hush ; the reeling sea 
Now thumps like solid rock beneath the stem, 
Now leaps with clumsy wxath, strikes short, and, 

falling 
Crumbled to whispery foam, slips rustling down 
The broad backs of the waves, which jostle and 

crowd 
To fling themselves upon that unknown shore, 
Their used familiar since the dawn of time. 
Whither tins foredoomed life is guided on 
To sway on triumph's hushed, aspiring poise 
One glittering moment, then to break fulfilled. 

How lonely is the sea's perpetual swing, 
The melancholy wash of endless waves, 
The sigh of some grim monster undescried, 
Fear-painted on the canvas of the dark, 
Shifting on his uneasy pillow of brine I 
Yet ni^t brings more companions than the day 
To this drear waste ; new constellations bum, 
And fairer stars, wit^ whose calm height my soul 
Finds nearer sympathy than with my herd 
Of earthen souls, whose vision's scanty ring 
Makes me its prisoner to beat my wings 
Against l^e cold bars of their unbelief 
Knowing in vain my own free heaven beyond. 
O Grod I this world, so crammed with eager life, 
That comes and goes and wanders back to alence 
Like the idle wind, which yet man's shaping mind 
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Can make his drudge to swell tlie longing sails 

Of highest endeavor, — ^this mad, unthrift world, 

WhicD, every hour, throws life enough away 

To make her deserts kind and hospitable, 

Lets her great destinies be waved aside. 

By smooth, lip-reverent, formal infidels, 

Who weigh tne God they not believe with gold. 

And find no spot in Judas, save that he, 

Driving a duller bargain than he ought, 

Saddled his guild wim too cheap precedent. 

O Faith ! if thou art strong, thine opposite 

Is mighty also, and the dufi fool's sneer 

Hath omimes shot chill palsy through the arm 

Just lifted to aclueve its crowning deed, 

And made the firm-based heart, that would hay€ 

quailed 
The rack or fagot, shudder like a leaf 
Wrinkled with firost, and loose upon its stem. 
The wicked and the weak, by some dark law, 
Have a strange power to shut and rivet down 
Their own horizon round us, to unwing 
Our heaven-aspiring visions, and to blur 
With surly clouds the Future's gleaming peaks, 
Far seen across the brine of thankless years. 
If the chosen soul could never be alone 
In deep mid-silence, open-doored to God, 
No greatness ever had been dreamed or done ; 
Among dull hearts a prophet never grew ; 
The nurse of full-grown souls is solitude. 

The old world is effete ; there man with man 
Jostles, and, in the brawl for means to live. 
Life is trod under-foot, — Life, the one block 
Of marble that's vouchsafed wherefrom to carve 
Our sreat thoughts, white and godlike, to shine do¥ni 
The mture, Life, the irredeemable block, 
Which one o'er-hasty chisel-dint oft mars, 
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{^canting our room to cut the features out 
Of our fiill hope, so forcing us to crown 
With a mean nead the perfect limbs, or leave 
The god's face glowing o'er a satyr^s trunk, 
Failure's l^nef epitaph. 

Yes, Europe's world 
Reels on to judgment ; there the common need, 
Losing God's sacred use, to be a bond 
'Twixt Me and Thee, sets each one scowlingly 
O'er his own selfish hoard at bay ; no state, 
Knit strongly with eternal fibres up 
Of all men's separate and imited weals, 
Self-poised and sole as stars, yet one as light, 
Holds up a shape of large Humanity 
To which by natural instinct every man 
Pays loyalty exulting, by which all 
Mould their own lives, and feel their pulses fiUed 
With the red fiery blood of the general life, 
Making them mighty in peace, as now in war 
They a.*, even in the flush of yictorv, weak, 
Conquering that manhood which should them 

subaue. 
And what gift bring I to this untried world ? 
Shall the same tragedy be played anew. 
And the same lurid curtain drop at last 
On one dread desolation, one fierce crash 
Of that recoil which on its makers God 
Lets Ignorance and Sin and Hunger make, 
Early or late ? Or shall that commonwealth 
Whose potent unity and concentric force 
Can draw these scattered joints and parts oi men 
Into a whole ideal man once more. 
Which sucks not from its limbs the life away. 
But sends it fiood-tide and creates itself 
Over again in every citizen, 
Be there built up ? For me, I have no choice ; 
I might turn back to other destinies, 

TOU I. 9 
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For one sincere key opes all Fortune's doors ; 

But whoso answers not Grod's earliest call, 

Forfeits or dulls that faculty supreme 

Of lying open to his genius 

Which makes the wise heart certain of its ends. 

Here am I ; for what end Gk>d knows, not I ; 

Westward still points the inexorable soul : 

Here am I, with no Mend but the sad sea, 

The beating heart of this great enterprise. 

Which, without me, would stiffen in swifl death ; 

This have I mused on, since mine eye could first 

Among the stars distinguish and with joy 

Best on that Grod-fed Fharos of the north, 

On some blue promontory of heaven lighted 

That juts far out into the upper sea ; 

To this one hope my heart hath clung for yesirs, 

As would a foundling to the talisman 

Hung round his neck by hands he knew not whose ; 

A poor, yile thing and dross to all beside, 

Yet he therein can feel a virtue left 

By the sad pressure of a mother's hand. 

And imto hun it still is tremulous 

With palpitating haste and wet with tears. 

The key to him of hope and humanness. 

The coarse shell of life's pearl, Expectancy. 

This hope hath been to me for love and fame, 

Hath made me wholly lonely on the earth. 

Building me up as in a thick-ribbed tower, 

Wherewith enwalled my watching spirit burned. 

Conquering its little island from me Dark, 

Sole as a scholar's lamp, and heard men's steps, 

In the far hurry of the outward world. 

Pass dimly fordi and back, sounds heard in dream. 

As Ganymede by the eagle was snatched up 

From, the gross sod to be Jove's cupbearer, 

So was I hfted by my great design : 
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And who hath trod Olympus, from his eye 
Fades not that broader outlook of the gods ; 
His life's low valleys overbrow earth's clouds, 
And that Olympian spectre of the past 
Looms towering up in sovereign memory, 
Beckoning his soul from meaner heights of doom. 
Had but we shadow of the Thunderer's bird, 
Flashing athwart m^ spirit, made of me 
A swifb-oetraying vision's Ganymede, 
Yet to have greatly dreamed precludes low ends; 
Great days have ever such a mominff-red, 
On such a base great futures are built up, 
And aspiration, though not put in act. 
Comes oack to ask its plighted troth ajgain, 
Still watches round its grave the imlaid ghost 
Of a dead virtue, and makes other hopes. 
Save that implacable one, seem thin and bleak 
As shadows of bare trees upon the snow. 
Bound freezing there by the unpitying moon. 

WhilQ other youths perplexed their mandolins, 
Prayins that Thetb would her fingers twine 
In me loose glories of her lover's hair. 
And wile another kiss to keep back day, 
I, stretched beneath the many-<;enturied shade 
Of some writhed oak, the wood's Laocoon, 
Did of my hope a dryad mistress make. 
Whom I would woo to meet me privily, 
Or underneath the stars, or when the moon 
Flecked all the forest floor with scattered pearlsi 

days whose memory tames to fawning down 
The surly feU of Ocean's bristled neck f 

1 know not when this hope enthralled me first 
But from my boyhood up I loved to hear 
The tall-pine-forests of me Apennine 
Murmur their hoary legends of the sea, 
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Which hearing, I in Yision clear beheld 

The sudden dai^ of tropic night shut down 

O'er tibe hoge ^iriuoDer of great watery wastes, 

Hie while a pair of herons trailingly 

Flapped inland, where some league-wide riyei 

hnrled 
Hie jreDow spal of unconjectnred reahns 
Fu* through a gnlTs green silence, never scarred 
Bj an J but the Northwind's hurrying keels. 
And not the pines alone ; all sio;htB and sounds 
To my worid-seeking heart paid fealty, 
And catered for it as the Cretan bees 
Brou^t honey to the baby Jupiter, 
Who in his son hand cmshed a violet, 
Godlike foremnsin^ the rough thunders gripe ; 
Hien did I entertain the poetf s song, 
My great Idea's guest, and, passing o'er 
That iron bridge the Tuscan built to hell, 
I heard Ulysses tell of mountain-chains 
Whose adamantine links, his manacles. 
Hie western main shoc^ growling, and still gnawed 
I brooded on the wise Athenian's tale 
Of happy Atlantis, and heard Bjorne's keel 
Crunch the gray pebbles of the Vinland shore : 
For I beHeved the poets; it is they 
Who utter wisdom nrom the central deep. 
And, listening to the inner flow of things. 
Speak to the age out of eternity. 

Ah me I old hermits sought for solitude 
In caves and desert places of the earth, 
Where their own heart-beat was the only stir 
Of living thing that comforted the year ; 
But the oald pillar4op of Simeon, 
In midnight's olankest waste, were populous, 
Matched with the isolation drear and deep 
Of him who pines among the swarm of men, 
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At once a new thought's king and priisoner, 

Feeling the truer life within his life, 

The fountain of his spirit's prophecy, 

Sinking away and wasting, drop by drop, 

hi the ungrateful sands of sceptic ears. 

He in the palace-aisles of untrod woods 

Doth walk a king ; for him the pent-up cell 

Widens t)eyond the circles of the stars, 

And all the sceptred spirits of the past 

Come thronging in to greet him as their peer ; 

But in the market-place's glare and throng 

He sits apart, an exile, and his brow 

Aches with the mocking memory of its crown. 

But to the spirit select there is no choice ; 

He cannot say. This will I do, or that. 

For the cheap means putting Heayen's ends ia 

pawn, 
And bartering his bleak rocks, the freehold stem 
Of destiny's &Bt-bom, for smoother fields 
That yield no crop of self-denying will ; 
A hand is stretched to him from out the dark, 
Which grasping without question, he is led 
Where there is work that he must do for God. 
The trial still is the strength's complement. 
And the uncertain, dizzy path that scales 
The sheer heights of supremest purposes 
Is steeper to me angel tlian the child. 
Chances haye laws as fixed as planets haye, 
And disappointment's dry and oitter root, 
Enyy's harsh berries, and the choking pool 
Of the world's scorn, are the right motner-milk 
To the tough hearts that pioneer their kind. 
And break a pathway to those unknown realms 
That in the earth's broad shadow lie enthralled ; 
Endurance is the crowning quality. 
And patience all the passion of sreat hearts ; 
These are their stay, and when &e leaden world 
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Sets its hard face against their fateful thought, 
And brute strength, like a scornful conqueror, 
Clangs his huge mace down in the other scale, 
The inspired soul but flings his patience in, 
And slowly that outweighs the ponderous globOy-** 
One faith against a whoLe earth's unbelief, 
One soul against the flesh of all mankind. 

Thus ever seems it when my soul can hear 

The voice that errs not ; then my triumph gleams. 

O'er the blank ocean beckoning, and all night 

My heart flies on before me as I sail ; 

Far on I see my lifelong enterprise. 

Which rose like Ganges 'mid tne freezing snows 

Of a world's sordidness, sweep broadening down. 

And, gathering to itself a thousand streams. 

Grow sacred ere it mingle with the sea ; 

I see the ungated wall of chaos old. 

With blocks Cyclopean hewn of solid night. 

Fade like a wreath of unretuming mist 

Before the irreversible feet of light ; — 

And lo, with what clear omen in the east 

On day's gray threshold stands the eager dawn, 

Like joung Leander rosy from the sea 

Glowing at Hero's lattice I 

One day more 
These muttering shoalbrains leave me helm to me : 
God, let me not in their dull ooze be stranded ; 
Let not this one frail bark, to hollow which 
I have dug out the pith and sinewy heart 
Of my aspiring life's fair trunk, be so 
Cast up to warp and blacken in the sun, 
Just as the opposing wind 'gins whistle cff 
Hb cheek-swollen mates, and from the leaning 

mast 
Fortune's full sail strains forward I 
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One poor day I — 
Remember whose and not bow short it is I 
|!t is God's day, it is Colmnbus's. 
A lavish day I One day, with life and hearti 
h more than time enough to find a world. 
1844. 
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AN INCIDENT OF THE FIRE AT HAM- 
BURG. 

The tower of old Saint Nicholas soared upward to 

the skies, 
Like some huge piece of Nature's make, the growth 

of centuries ; 
You could not deem its crowding spires a work of 

human art, 
They seemed to struggle lightward from a sturdy 

living heart. 

Not Nature's self more freely speaks in crystal or 

in oak, 
Than, through the pious builder's hand, in that 

gray pile she spoke ; 
And as from acorn springs the oak, so, freely and 

alone. 
Sprang from his heart this hymn to Grod, sung in 

obedient stone. 

It seemed a wondrous freak of chance, so perfect, 

yet so rough, 
A whim of Nature crystallized slowly in granite 

tough; 
The thick spires yearned towards, the sky in quaint 

harmonious lines, 
And in broad sunlight basked and slept, like a 

grove of blasted pines. 

Never did tock or stream or tree lay claim with 

better right 
To all the adorning sympathies of shadow and of 

light; 
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And, in that forest petrified, as forester there 

dwells 
Stout Herman, the old sacristan, sole lord of all ita 

beUs. 

Surge leaping after surge, the fire roared onward 

red as blood, 
Till half of Hamburg lay engulfed beneath the 

eddying flood; 
Foi miles away, the fiery spray poured down its 

deadly rain. 
And back and forth the billows sqcked, and paused, 

and burst agsun. 

From stpare to square with tiger lesps panted the 

lustful fire. 
The air to leeward shuddered with the gasps of its 

desire ; 
And church and palace, which even now stood 

whelmed but to the knee, 
lift their black roo& like breakers lone amid the 

whirling sea. 

Up in his tower old Herman sat and watched with 
quiet look ; 

His soul had trusted God too long to be at last for- 
sook; 

He could not fear, for surely God a pathway would 
unfold 

Through this red sea for faithful hearts, as once he 
did of old. 

But scarcely can he cross himself, or on his good 

saint call, 
Before the sacrilegious flood o'erleaped the church* 

yard wall ; 
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And, ere a pcUer half was said, 'mid smoke and 

crackling glare, 
His island tower scarce juts its head above the wide 

despair. 

Upon the peril's desperate peak his heart stood up 

sabume; 
His first thought was for God above, his next was 

for his chime ; 
^ Sing now and make your voices heard in hymns 

of praise," cried he, 
*^ As did the Israelites of old, safe walking through 

the seal 

**Through this red sea our Grod hath made the 

pathway safe to shore ; 
Our promised land stands fiill in sight ; shout now 

as ne'er before I " 
And as the tower came crushing down, the beUa, 

in clear accord. 
Pealed forth the grand old German hymn, — *^ AD 

good souls, praise the Lord 1 " 
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THE SOWER 

I SAW a Sower walking slow 
Across the earth, from east to west ; 
His hair was white as mountain snow, 
His head drooped forward on his breast 

TVith shrivelled hands he flung his seed. 
Nor ever turned to look behind ; 
Of sight or sound he took no heed ; 
It seemed he was both deaf and blind. 

His dim face showed no soul beneath, 
Tet in my heart I felt a stir, 
As if I looked upon the sheath 
That once had clasped Excahbur. 

I heard, as still the seed he cast, 
How, crooning to himself, he sung, — 
" I sow again the holy Fast, 
The happy days when I was young. 

^ Then all was wheat without a tare, 
Then all was righteous, fair, and true ; 
And I am he whose thoughtful care 
Shall plant the Old World in the New. 

'* The fruitful germs I scatter free, 
With busy hand, while all men sleep ; 
In Europe now, from sea to sea. 
The nations bless me as they reap." 
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Then I looked back along his path, 
And heard the clash of steel on steel, 
Where man faced man, in deadly wrath, 
While clanged the tocsin's hurrying peaL 

The sky with buminff towns flared red, 
Nearer the noise of nghting rolled, 
And brothers' blood, by brothers shed, 
Crept, curdling, over pavements cold. 

Then marked I how each germ of truth 
Which through the dotard's fingers ran 
Was mated with a dragon's toom 
Whence there sprang up an armed man. 

I shouted, but he could not hear ; 
Made signs, but these he could not see ; 
And stiU, without a doubt or fear, 
Broadcast he scattered anarchy. 

Long to m^ straining ears the blast 
Brought &intly back the words he sung>« 
^ I sow again the holy Past, 
The happy days when I was young." 
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HUNGER AND COLD. 

Sisters tvro, all praise to you, 
With your faces pinched and blue ; 
To the poor man you've been true 

From of old : 
Tou can speak the keenest word. 
You are sure of being heard, 
From the point you're never stirred, 

Hunger and Cold ! 

Let sleek statesmen temporize ; 
Palsied are their shifts and lies 
When they meet your bloodshot eyei. 

Grim and bold ; 
Policy you set at naught, 
In their traps you'll not be caught, 
You're too honest to be bought, 

Hunger and Cold I 

Bolt and bar the palace-door ; 
While the mass of men are poor, 
Naked truth grows more anq more 

Uncontrolled ; 
You had never vet, I guess, 
Any praise for bashfumess. 
You can visit sans court-dress, 

Hunger and Cold I 

While the music fell and rose, 
And the dance reeled to its close, 
Where her round of costly woes 
Fashion strolled. 
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I beheld with shuddering fear 
Wolves' eyes through the windows peer ; 
Little dream they you are near, 
Hunger and Cold 1 

When the toiler's heart you clutch. 
Conscience is not yalued much. 
He recks not a bloody smutch 

On his gold : 
Eyerything to you defers, 
Tou are potent reasoners, 
At your whisper Treason stirs, 

Hunger and Cold I 

Bude comparisons yoa draw. 
Words renise to sate your maw, 
Your gaunt limbs the cobweb law 

Cannot hold : 
You're not clogged with foolish pride. 
But can seize a right denied; 
Somehow God is on your side, 

Hunger and Cold 1 

You respect no hoary wrong 
More for haying triumphed long ; 
Its past yictims, haggard thromr, 
^From the mouH ^ 

You unbury : swords and speara 
Weaker are than poor men's tears. 
Weaker than your silent years. 
Hunger and Cold I 

Let them suard both hall and bower ; 
Through £e window you will glower. 
Patient till your reckoning hour 
Shall be tolled : 
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Cheeks are pale, but hands are red. 
Guiltless blood may chance be shed, 
But ye must and will be fed, 
Hunger and Cold 1 

God has plans man must not spoil, 
Some were made to starve and too^ 
Some to share the wine and oil. 

We are told : 
Devil's theories are these. 
Stifling hope and love and peace, 
Fram^ your hideous lusts to pleasa. 

Hunger and Cold ! 

Scatter ashes on thy head. 
Tears of burning sorrow shed, 
Earth I and be by pity led 

To Love's fold ; 
Ere they block the very door 
With lean corpses of the poor, 
And will hush for naught but gore^— 

Huncrer and Cold I 

1844. 
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THE LANDLORD. 

What boot your houses and your lands ? 

In spite of close-drawn deed and fence, 
Like water, 'twixt your cheated hands, 
They slip into the grayeyard's sands 

And mock your ownership's pretence. 

How shall you speak to urge your right, 

Choked with uiat soil for which you lust 
The bit of clay, for whose delight 
You grasp, is mortgaged, too ; Death might 
Foreclose this yery day in dust 

Fence as you please, this plain poor man, 
Whose only fields are in his wit, 

Who shapes uie world, as best he can, 

Accordii^ to God's higher plan, 
Owns you and fences as is fit. 

Though yours the rents, his incomes wax 

By right of eminent domain ; 
From factory tall to woodman's axe, 
All things on earth must pay their tax, 

To feed his hungry heart and brain. 

He takes you from your-easy chair. 
And what he plans, that you must do ; 

YovL sleep in down, eat dainty fare, — 

He mounts his crazy garret-stair 
And starves, the landlord ever you 
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Feeding the clods your idlesse drains, 

Ton make more green six feet of soil ; 
His finitfid word, like suns and rains. 
Partakes the seasons' bounteous pains, 
And toils to lighten human tou. 

Tour lands, with force or cunning got, 
Shrink to the measure of the grave ; 

But Death himself abridges not 

The tenures of almighty thought. 
The titles of the wise and ramve. 
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TO A PmE-TREE. 

Far up on Eatahdin thou towerest, 
Purple-blue with the distance and vast ; 

like a cloud o'er the lowlands thou lowerest. 
That hangs poised on a lull in the blast, 
To its raU leaning awful. 

In the storm, like a prophet o'ermaddened, 
Thou singest and tossest thy branches ; 

Thy heart with the terror is gladdened. 
Thou forebodest the dread avalanches, 

When whole mountains swoop valewaid. 

In the calm thou o'erstretchest the vaUeys 
With thine arms, as if blessings imploring, 

Like an old king led forth from his palace, 
When his people to battle are pouring 
From the city beneath him. 

To the lumberer asleep 'neath thy glooming 
Thou dost sing of wdd billows m motion, 

mi he longs to be swung 'mid their booming 
In the tents of the Arabs of ocean. 
Whose finned isles are their cattle. 

For the gale snatches thee for his lyre. 
With mad hand crashing melody frsmtic, 

While he pours forth his mighty desire 
To leap down on the eager Atlantic, 
Whose anus stretch to hb playmate. 
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The wild storm makes his lair in thy branches, 
Freying thence on the continent under ; 

Like a lion, crouched close on his haunches, 
There awaiteth his leap the fierce thunder. 
Growling low with impatience. 

Spite of winter, thou keep'st thy green glory. 
Lusty father of Titans past number I 

The snow-flakes alone maKe thee hoary, 
Nestling close to thy branches in slumber. 
And thee mantling with silence. 

Thou alone know'st the splendor of winter, 
'Mid thy snow-silvered, hushed precipices, 

Hearing crags of green ice groan and splinter, 
And then plunge down the muffled aoysseB 
In the quiet of midnight 

Thou alone know'st the glory of summer, 
Gazing down on thy broad seas of forest, 

(hi thy subjects that send a proud murmur 
Up to thee, to their sachem, who towerest 
From thy bleak throne to heaven. 
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SI DESCENDERO IN INFERNUM, ADEa 

O, WANDERING dim on the extremest edge 
Of Gkni's bright providence, whose spirits sigh 

Drearily in you, like the winter sed^e 

That shivers o'er the dead pool stiff and dry, 
A thin, sad voice, when the bold wind roars bj 
From the clear North of Duty, — 

Still by cracked arch and broken shaft I trace 

That here was once a shrine and holy place 
Of the supernal Beauty, — 
A child's play-altar reared of stones and moss, 
With wilted flowers for offering laid across, 

Mute recognition of the all-ruling Grace. 

How far are ye from the innocent, from those 

Whose hearts are as a little lane serene, 
Smooth-heaped frY>m wall to wall with unbroka 
snows. 
Or in the summer blithe with lamb-cropped 

green, 
Save the one track, where naught more rude if 
seen 
Than the plump wain at even 
Bringing home four months' sunshine bound in 

sheaves ! — 
How far are ye frY>m those I yet who believes 
That ye can shut out heaven ? 
Your souls partake its influence, not in vain 
Nor aU unconscious, as that silent lane 
Its drift of noiseless apple-blooms receives. 
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Looking within myself, I note how thin 
A plank of station, chance, or prosperous &te, 

Doth fence me from the clutching waves of sin ;— 
In my own heart I find the worst man's mate, 
And see not dimly the smooth-hinged gate 
That opes to those abysses 

Where ye grope darkly, — ye who never knew 

On your younff hearts love's consecrating dew, 
Or fdt a mother's kisses, 
Or home's restraining tendrils round you curled ; 
Ah, side by side with heart* s-ease in this world 

The fatal nightshade grows and bitter rue 1 

One band ye cannot break, — ^the force that clips 
And grasps your circles to the central light , 

Yours is the prodigal comefs long ellipse, 
Self-exilea to the &rthest veige of night ; 
Yet strives with you no less that inwi^ might 
No sin hath e'er imbruted ; 

The sod in you the creed-dimmed eye eludes ; 

The Law brooks not to have its solitudes 
By bigot feet polluted ; — 
Yet they who watch your God-compelled return 
May see your happy perihelion bum 

Where the calm sun his unfledged planets broodi. 
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TO THE PAST. 

I 

Wondrous and awfU are thy silent halls, 

O kingdom of the past I 
There lie the bygone ages in their palls, 
Guarded by shadows vast, — 
There all is hushed and breathless, i 

Save when some image of old error falls 
Earth worshipped once as deathless. 

There sits drear Egypt, 'mid beleaguering sands, 

Half woman and half beast, | 

The bumlrout torch within her mouldering I 

hands 
That once lit all the East ; 
A dotard bleared and hoary, 
There Asser crouches o'er the blackened brands I 

Of Asia's long-quenched gloiy. 

I 
Still as a city buried 'neath the sea. 
Thy courts and temples stand ; 
Idle as forms on wind-waved tapest37 
Of saints and heroes grand, 
Thy phantasms grope and shiver, ! 

Or watch the loose shores crumbling silently 
Into Time's gnawing river. I 

Titanic shapes with faces blank and dun, 

Of their old godhead lorn, 
Gaze on the embers of the sunken sun, 

Which they misdeem for mom ; 
And yet the eternal sorrow 
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In their unmonarched eyes a&js day is done 
Without the hope of morrow. 

O reahn of silence and of swart eclipse, 

The shapes that haunt thy gloom 
Make signs to us and move their withered lips 
Across the gulf of doom ; 
Yet aU their sound and motion 
Bring no more fireight to us than wraiths of ships 
On the mirage's ocean. 

And if sometimes a moanins wandereth 

From out thy desolate halls, 
If some grim shadow of thy living death 
Across our sunshine falls 
And scares the world to error, 
The eternal life sends forth melodious breath 
To chase the misty terror. 

Thy mighty clamors, wars, and world-noised deedi 

Are silent now in dust, 
Gone like a tremble of the huddling reeds 
Beneath some sudden gust ; 
Thy forms and creeds have vanished. 
Tossed out to wither like unsightly wee^ 
From the world's garden banished. 

Whatever of true life there was in thee 

Leap in our age's veins ; 
Wield stdl thy bent and wrinkled empery. 
And shake thine idle chains ; — 
To thee thy dross is clinging. 
For us thy martirrs die, thy prophets see, 
Thy poets still are singing. 

Here, 'mid the bleak waves of our strife and caie 
Float the green Fortunate Isles 
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Where all thy hercHspirits dwdl, and share 
Our martyrdoms and toils ; 

The present moves attended 
With aU of brave and excellent and fur 

That made the old time splendid. 
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TO THE FUTURE. 

O Land of Promise I fixxn "what Pisgah's height 

Can I behold thy stretch of peace&l bowers, 
Thy golden harvests flowing out of sight, 

Thy nestled homes and sun-illmnined towera ? 
Gazing upon the sunset's high-heaped gold, 
Its crags of opal and o£ chrysolite, 
Its deeps on deeps of glory, that unfold 
Still Diightening abysses. 
And bh^ing precipices, 
Whence but a scanty leap it seexns to heaTen^ 

Sometimes a glimpse is given 
Of thy more gorgeous realm, thy more unstinted 
blisses. 

O Land of Quiet 1 to thy shore the surf 

Of the perturbed Present rolls and sleeps ; 
Our storms breathe soft as June upon thy tuif 
And lure out blossoms ; to thy bosom leaps, 
As to a mother's, the overwearied heart. 
Hearing far off and dim the toiling mart, 

The hurrying feet, the curses without number, 
And, circled with the glow Elysian, 
Of tJiine exulting vision. 
Out of its very cares woos charms for peace and 
slumber. 

To thee the Earth lifls up her fettered hands 
And cries for vengeance ; with a pitying smile 

rhou blessest her, and she forgets her bands, 
And her old woe-worn face a little while 
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Grows young and noble ; unto thee the OppresBor 

Looks, and is dumb with awe ; 

The eternal law, 
Which makes the crime its own blindfold redresser. 
Shadows his heart with perilous foreboding, 

And he can see the erim-ejed Doom 

From out the tremblmg gloom 
Its silent-footed steeds toward his palace goading. 

What promises hast thou fi>r Poets' eyes, 
Aweary of the turmoil and the wrong ! 
To all their hopes what overjoyed replies 1 

What undreamed ecstasies for blissful sons 1 
Thy happy plidns no war-trump's brawling clangor 

Disturbs, and fools the poor to hate the poor ; 
The humble glares not on the high with anger ; 

Love leaves no grudge at less, no greed for more ; 
In vain strives Self the godlike sense to smother ; 
From the soul's deeps 
It throbs and leaps ; 
The noble 'neath foul rags beholds his long-loet 
brother. 

To thee the Mart3rr looketh, and his fires 

Unlock their fangs and leave his spirit fi:*ee ; 
To thee the Poet 'mid his toil aspires. 

And grief and hunger climb about his knee, 
Welcome as children ; thou upholdest 

The lone Inventor by his demon haunted ; 
The Prophet cries to thee when hearts are coldest, 
And, gazing o'er the midnight's bleak abyss, 
Sees we drowsed soul awaken at thy kiss. 
And streteh its happy arms and leap up disen 
chanted. 

Thou brinsest vengeance, but so loving-kindly 
The guifty thinks it pily ; taught by thee, 
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Fierce tyrants drop the scourges wherewith blindly 
Their own souls they were scarring ; conqueron 
see 
With horror in their hands the accursed q>ear 
That tore the meek One's side on Calvary, 
And from their trophies shrink with ghastly fear; 
Thou, too, art the Forgiver, 
The beauty of man's soul to man revealing; 
The arrows from thy quiver 
Fierce Error's guilty heart, but only pierce for 
healing. 

O, whither, whither, glory-winged dreams, 
From out Life's sweat and turmoil would ye bear 
me? 
Shut, gates of Fancy, on your golden gleams,— 

This agony of hopeless contrast spare me I 
Fade, cheating glow, and leave me to my night ! 
He is a coward, who would borrow 
A charm against the present sorrow 
IVom the vague Future's promise of delight: 
As life's alarums nearer roll. 
The ancestral buckler calls. 
Self-clanging from the walls 
In the high temple of the soul ; 
Where are most sorrows, there the poef s sphere is, 
To feed the soul with patience, 
To heal its desolations 
With words of unshorn truth, with love that never 
wearies. 
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HEBE. 

I SAW the twinkle of white feet, 
I saw the flaah of robes descending ; 

Before her ran an influence fleet, 
That bowed my heart like barley bending. 

As, in bare fields, the searching bees 
Pilot to blooms beyond our finding, 

It led me on, by sweet de^es 
Joy's simple hcmey-cells unbmding. 

Those Graces were that seemed grim Fates; 
With nearer love the sky leaned o'er me ; 

The long-sought Secret* s golden gates 
On musicju hinges swung bSbre me. 

I saw the brimmed bowl in her grasp 
Thrilling with godhood ; like a lover 

I sprang the proflered life to clasp ; — 
The beaker fell ; the luck was over. 

The Earth has drunk the vintage up ; 
What boots it patch the goblet's splinters ? 

Can Summer fill the icy eup. 
Whose treacherous crystal is but Winter's ? 

O spendthrift, haste I await the Gods ; 
Their nectar crowns the lips of Patience ; 

Haste scatters on unthankfiil sods 
The immortal gift in vain libations. 

Coy Hebe flies fix>m those that woo. 
And shuns the hands would seize upon her, 

Follow thy life, and she will sue 
To pour for thee the cup of honour. 
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THE SEARCH. 

I WENT to seek for Chnst, 
And Natare seemed so fair 
That first the woods and fields my youth entfced. 
And I was sure to find him there : 
The temple I forsook, 
And to the solitude 
Allegiance paid ; but Winter came and shook 
The crown and purple fix)m my wood ; 
His snows, like desert san^, with scornful dnfl, 
Besieged the columned aisle and palace^te ; 
My Thebes, cut deep with many a solemn rift, 

%ut epitaphed her own sepulchred state : 
Then I remembered whom 1 went to seek, 
And blessed blimt Winter for his counsel bleak. 

Back to the world I turned, 
For Christ, I said, is King ; 
So the cramped alley and the hut I spumed, 
As far beneath his sojourning : . 

Ikfid power and wealth I sought, 
But found no trace of him. 
And all the costly ofierings I had brought 

With sudden rust and mould grew dim : 
I found his tomb, indeed, where, by £eir laws. 
All must on stated days themselves imprison. 
Mocking with bread a dead creed's grinning jawi| 

Witless how lon^ the life had thence arisen ; 
Due sacrifice to this they set apart. 
Prizing it more than Christ's own living heart. 

So from my feet the dust 
Of the proud World I shook ; 
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Then came dear Love and shared irith me hif 

ClllSty 

And half my sorrow's burden took. 
After the World's soft bed, 
Its rich and dainty ftu^ 
lake down seemed Love's coarse pillow to mj 
head. 

His cheap food seemed as manna rare ; 
]^i«8h-trodden prints of bare and bleeding feet, 

Tamed to the heedless city whence I came, 
Hardby I saw, and springs dr worship sweet 

Gushed fix>m my cleft heart smitten by the same ; 
Love looked me in the &ce and spake no words, 
But 8traia[ht I knew those foot-prints were the 
Lord^. 

I followed where they led 
And in a hovel rade, 
With naught to fence the weather from his bead, 
The King I sought for meekly stood 
A naked, hungry child 
Clung round his gracious knee, 
And a poor hunted slave looked up and smiled 

To bless the smile that set him free ; 
New miracles I saw his presence do, — 

No more I knew the hovel bare and poor, 
The gathered chips into a woodpile grew, 

The broken morsel swelled to goodly store ; 
I knelt and wept : my Christ no more I seek, 
EGs throne is with the outcast and the weak. 
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THE PRESENT CRISIS. 

WuEN a deed is done for Freedom, through the 

broad earth's aching breast 
Runs a thrill of joy prophetic, trembling on from 

east to west, 
And the slave, where'er he cowers, feels the soul 

within him climb 
To the awful verge of manhood, as the eneigj 

sublime 
Of a century bursts full-blossomed on the thorny 

stem of Time. 

Through the walls of hut and palace shoots the 
mstantaneous throe, 

When the travail of the Ages wrings earth's sys- 
tems to and fro ; 

At the birth of each new Era, with a recognizing 
start, 

Nation wildly looks at nation, standing with mute 
lips apart. 

And glaa Truth's yet mightier man-child leaps be- 
neath the Future's heart 

So the Evil's triumph sendeth, with a terror and a 

chill. 
Under continent to continent, the sense of coming 

m, 

And the slave, where'er he cowers, feels his sympa- 
thies with Gkni 
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In hot tear-drops ebbing earthward, to be drank 

up by the sod, 
TOl a corpse crawls round unboried, delving in the 

nobler clod. 

For mankind are one in spirit, and an instinct bean 

along. 
Bound the earth's electric circle, the swift flash of 

right or wrong ; 
Whether conscious or unconscious, yet Humanity*! 

vast frame 
Th«,u^h i.. oc^^de^d fib«s feels the gush a. 

joy or shame ; — 
In the gain or loss of one race all the rest have 

equal claim. 

Once to ever^ man and nation comes the moment 
to decide, 

In the strife of Truth with Falsehood, for the good 
or evil side ; 

Some great cause, God's new Messiah, ofleiing 
each the bloom or blight. 

Parts the goats upon the left hand, and the sheep 
upon the right. 

And the choice goes by forever 'twixt that dark- 
ness and mat light 

Hast thou chosen, O my people, on whose party 

thou shalt stand. 
Ere the Doom from its worn sandals shakes the 

dust against our land ? 
Though the cause of Evil prosper, yet 'tis Truth 

alone is strons. 
And, albeit she wander outcast now, I see aroond 

her thronff 
Troops of beautiful, tall angels, to enshield her 

frt>m all wrong. 
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Backward look across the ages and the beacon- 
moments see, 

That, like peaks of some sank joiitinent, jut thiotigh 
ObliYion 8 sea ; 

Not an ear in court or market for the low fore- 
boding cry 

Of those drises, God's stem winnowers, fixim 
whose feet earth's chaff most flj ; 

Never shows the chcnce momentous lall the judg- 
ment hath passed by. 

Careless seems the great Ayenger ; history's pages 
bnt record 

One death-grapple in the darkness 'twixt old sys- 
tems and the Word ; 

Troth forever on the scaffold. Wrong fiireyer on 
the throne, — 

Yet that scaffold sways the Futore, and, behind the 
dim unknown, 

Standeth Gkni within the shadow, keepng watch 
above his own. 

We see dimly in the Present what is small and 

what is great, 
Slow of faith, how weak an arm may turn the iron 

helm of iate, 
But the soul is still oracular ; amid the market's din. 
List the ominous stem whisper from the Delphic 

cave within, — 
** They enslave their children's children who make 

compromise with sin." 

[broodf 
Slavery, the earthbom Cyclops, fellest of the eiant 
Suns of brutish Force and Darkness, who have 

drenched the earth witli blood, 
Famished in his self-made desert, blinded by our 

purer day, 

TOI*. I. 11 
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Gropes in yet unblasted regions for liis miserable 

prey;— 
Shall we ffuide his gory fingers where our helpless 

chSdren play ? 

Then to side with Truth is noble when we share 
her wretched crust, 

Ere her cause bring fame and profit, and 'ds pros- 
perous to be just ; 

Then it is the brave man chooses, while the coward 
stands aside. 

Doubting in his abject spirit, till his Lord is cruci- 
fied. 

And the multitude make virtue of the &ith they 
had denied. 

Count me o'er earth's chosen heroes, — ^tihey wero 
souls that stood alone, 

While the men they agonized for hurled the con- 
tumelious stone. 

Stood serene, and down the future saw the golden 
beam incline 

To the dde of perfect justice, mastered by their 
faith divine. 

By one man's plain truth to manhood and to God^ 
supreme design. 

By the light of burning heretics Christ's bleeding 

feet I track, 
Toiling up new Calvaries ever with the cross that 

turns not back. 
And these mounts of anguish number how each 

generation leamea 
One new word of that grand Credo which in 

prophet-hearts hath burned 
Since tne first man stood God-conqnered with hif 

fiMie to heaven uptume(? 
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For Humanity sweeps onward : where to-day flie 

martyr stands, 
On the morrow crouches Judas with the mWer in 

his hands ; 
Far in front the cross stands ready and the cradb- 

ling fagots bum, 
While the hooting mob of yesterday in silent awe 

return 
To glean up the scattered ashes into History's 

golden um. 

TiA as easy to be heroes as to sit the idle slaves 
Of a legendary virtue carved upon our faUieiBT 

graves, 
Worshippers of light ancestral make the present 

Kght a crime ; — 
Was the Mayflower launched by cowards, steered 

by men behind their time ? 
Turn those tracks toward Past or Future, that 

make Plymouth rock sublime ? 

They were men of present valor, stalwart old 
iconoclasts, 

Unconvinced by axe or gibbet that all virtue was 
the Pasf s ; 

But we make their truth our falsehood, thinking 
that hath made us free. 

Hoarding it in mouldy parchments, while our ten- 
der spirits flee 

The rude grasp of that great Impulse which drove 
them across the sea. 

They have rights who dare maintain them ; we are 

traitors to our sires, 
Smothering in their holy ashes Freedom's new-lit 

altar-fires ; 
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Sliall we make thdr creed our jafler ? Shall we, io 

our haste to slay, 
From the tombs of the old prophets steal the fan- 

eral lamps away 
To light up the martyr-fagots round the prophets 

of to-day? 

New occasions teach new duties ; Time makes an- 
cient good uncouth ; 

They must upward still, and onward, who would 
keep aoreast of Truth ; 

Lo, before us g^leam her camp-fires I we ourselves 
must Pugrims be, 

Launch our Mayflower, and steer boldly through 
the desperate winter sea. 

Nor attempt the Future's portal with the Past* • 
blood-rusted key. 
Afcem&cr, 1846. 
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AN INDIAN-SUMMER REVERIE. 

What visionary tinta the year puts on,^ 
When falling leaves falter through motaonleai 
air 
Or numbly cling and shiver to be gone ) 
How shimmer the low fiats and pastures bare, 
As with her nectar Hebe Autumn fills 
The bowl between me and those distant hills, 
iLnd smiles and shakes abroad her misty, tremulous 
hairl 

No more the landscape holds its wealth apart. 
Making me poorer in my poverty, 

But mingles with my senses and my heart ; 
My own p^jected sp4 seems to me"^ 
In her own revene the world to steep ; 
'Tb she that waves to sympathetic sleep, 
Moving, as she is moved, each field and hill, and 
tree. 

How fuse and mix, with what unfelt degrees, 
Clasped by the faint horizon's languid arms, 

Each into each, the hazy distances 1 
The softened season all the landscape charms ; 
Those hills, my native village that embay. 
In waves of dreamier purple roll away. 
And fioating in mirage seem all the glimmering 
&rms. 

Far distant sounds the hidden chickadee 
Close at my side ; far distant sound the leaves ; 
The fields seem fields of dream, where Mem- 
ory 
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Wanders like gleaning Ruth ; and as the sheaves 
Of wheat and barley wavered in the eye 
Of Boaz as the maiden's glow went by, 
So tremble and seem remote all things the sense 
receives. 

The cock's shrill tramp that tells of scattered 
com, 
Passed breeidly on bv all his flapping mates, 
Faint and more &int, from Dam to bam is 
borne, 
Southward, perhap to far Magellan's Strauts ; 
Dimly I catch me throb of distant flails ; 
Silently overhead the henhawk sails, 
With watchM, measuring eye, and for his quarry 
waits. 

The sobered robin, hunser-silent now. 
Seeks cedar-berries blue, his autumn cheer ; 

The squirrel on the shingly shagbark's bough. 
Now saws, now lists with downwara eye and ear. 
Then drops his nut, and, with a chipping 

bound. 
Whisks to his winding fastness underground ; 
rhe clouds like swans £i£t down the streaming 
atmosphere. 

O'er yon bare knoll the pointed cedar shad- 
ows 
Drowse on the crisp, gray moss ; the ploughman's 
call 
Creeps faint as smoke from black, fresh-fur- 
rowed meadows ; 
The single crow a single caw lets fall ; 
And all around me every bush and tree 
Says Autumn's here, and Winter soon will be 
Wlio snows his sofl, white sleep and silence over 
all. 
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The birch, most shy and ladylike of trees, 
Her poverty, as best she may, retrieves, 

And hints at her foregone gentilities 
With some saved relics of her wealth of leaves; 
The swamp-oak, with his royal purple on. 
Glares red as blood across me smkmg sun, 
^A one who proudlier to a falling fortune cleaves. 

He looks a sachem, in red blanket wrapt, 
Who, 'mid some council of the sad-garbed 
whites, 
Erect and stem, in his own memories lapt^ 
With distant eye broods over other sights. 
Sees the hushed wood the city's flare replace, 
The wounded turf heal o'er the radway*! 
trace. 
And roams the savage Past of his ondwiadled 
rights. 

The red-oak, softer-grained, yields all for lost, 
And, with his crumpled foHage stiff and dry. 

After the first betrayal of the frost, 
Bebuffs the kiss of the relenting sky ; 

The chestnuts, lavish of their long-hid gold. 
To the faint Summer, beggared now and old. 
Pour back the sunshine hoaraed 'neath her favor- 
ing eye. 

The ash her purple drops forgivingly 
And sadly, breaking not the seneral nush ; 

The maple-swamps glow like a sunset sea, 
Each leaf a ripple with its separate flush ; 
All round tne wood's edge creeps the skirting 

blaze 
Of bushes low, as when, on cloudy days, 
Ere the rain falls, the cautious fanner bums hit 
brush. 
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O'er yon low wall, which guards one nnkempt 
zone. 
Where vines, and weeds, and scmb-oaks inter- 
twine 
Safe from the plough, whose rough, discordant 
stone 
Is massed to one soft gray by lichens fine, 
The tangled blackberry, crossed and recrossed, 

weaves 
A prickly network of ensanguined leaves ; 
Hard by, witii coral beads, the prim black-aldera 
shine. 

KDaring with flame tfab crumWing boon- 
dary. 
Whose loose blocks topple 'neath the ploughboy's 
foot. 
Who, with each sense shut fast except the 
eye. 
Creeps close and scares the jay he hoped to 
shoot, 
The woodbine np flie elm's straight stem as- 

pires, 
Coilins it, harmless, with autumnal fires ; 
In the ivjrs paler blaze the martyr oak stands 
mute. 

Below, the Charles — a stripe of nether sky, 
Now hid by rounded apple-trees between, 
Whose gaps the misplaced sail sweeps bellying 
by. 
Now flickering golden through a woodland 
screen, 
Then spreading out at hb next turn beyond, 
A silver circle like an inland pond — 
Slips seaward silently through marshes purple and 
green. 
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Dear marshes I yain to him the gift of aght 
Who cannot in their various incomes share, 

From every season drawn, of shade and light, 
Who sees in them bat levels brown and bare ; 
Each change of storm or sunshine scatters 

free 
On them its largesse of variety, 
For nature with cheap means still works her won- 
ders rare. 

In Spring they lie one broad expanse of green, 
O'er wnich the light winds run with glimmering 
feet; 
Here, yellower stripes track out the creek un- 
seen. 
There, darker growths o'er hidden ditches meet; 
And purpler stains show where the blossoms 

crowd. 
As if the silent shadow of a cloud 
Hung there becahned, with the next breath to 
fleet 

All round, upon the river^s slippery edge, 
Witching to deeper calm the drowsy tide. 
Whispers and leans the breeze-entangling 
sedge; 
Through emerald glooms the lingering waters 
slide. 
Or, sometimes wavering, throw back the sun. 
And the stiff banks in eddies melt and run 
Of dimpling light, and with the current seem to 
ghde. 

la Summer 'tis a blithesome sight to see, 
As, step by step, with measured swing, they 
pass, 
The wide-ranked mowers wading to the knee, 
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Their sharp scythes panting tJirongh the tliick- 
set grass; 
Then, stretched braieath a rick's shade in a 

.ring, 
Theb nooning take, while one begins to sing 

A stave that droops and dies 'neath the close sky 

of brass. 

Meanwhile that devil-may-care, the bobolink, 
Bemembeiing duly, in mid-qnaver stops 
Just ere he sweeps o'er rapture's tremulous 
brink. 
And 'twixt the winrows most demurely drops, 
A decorous bird of buaness, who provides 
For his brown mate and fledglings six be- 
sides. 
And looks fixxn right to left, a fiumer 'mid his 
crops. 

Another change subdues them in the Fall, 
But saddens not ; they still show merrier tints, 

Thoimh sober russet seems to cover all ; 
When me first sunshine through their dew-drops 
glints. 
Look how the yellow clearness, streame'^ 

across, 
Redeems with rarer hues the season's- loss, 
As Dawn's feet there had touched and left their 
rosy prints. 

Or come when sunset gives its freshened zest, 
Lean o'er the bridge and let the ruddy thrill, 
While the shorn sun swells down the hazy 
west. 
Glow opposite ; — the marshes drink their fill 
And swoon with purple veins, then slowly 
^e 
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Through pink to brown, as eastward moyes the 
8&de, 
Leaglihenin^ wiih stealthy creep, of Simond's dark- 
ening hllL 

Later, and ret ere Winter wholly shntB, 
Ere through tne firat dry snow the runner crates, 
And the loath cart-wheel screams in shppery 
rats, 
While firmer ioe the eager boy awaits, 
Trying each bockle and strap beside the fire, 
And until bed-time plays witn his desire. 
Twenty times patting on and off his new-boog^t 
skates; — 

Then, every mom, the riyer^a banks shine 
bright 
With smooth plate^umor, treachenniB and fi^il. 

By the firosrs clinking hammers fi>iged at nig^ 
'Gainst which the lances of the son prevail, 
GiTing a pretty emblem of the day 
When ffuiltier arms in lieht shall melt away. 
And states shall move firee-iimned, loosed fix»a war^s 
cramping maiL 

And now those waterfikOs the ebbing rirer 
Twice every day creates on either side 
TinUe, a. through their fi«b«p«>ed groti 
uiey shiver 
In^rass-arched channds to the son denied ; 
High flaps in spariding bine the far-heard crow. 
The silvered fiats jde£n frostily below, 
Suddenly drops the gufl and breaks the gU«fy tide. 

But, crowned in tarn by vying seasons tfaree^ 
Their winter halo hath a fbller rinff ; 
This glory seems to rest immovaoly^^' 
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The Others were too fleet and vanishing ; 
When the hid tide is at its highest flow, 
O'er marah and stream one breathless trance 
of snow 
With brooding fidness awes and hushes every thing. 

The sunshine seems blown off hy the bleak 
wind, 
As pale as formal candles lit hy day ; 

Gropes to the sea the river dumb and bUnd ; 
The brown ricks, snow-thatched by the storm in 
play, 
Show pearly breakers combing o'er their lee, 
White crests as of some just enchanted sea. 
Checked in their maddest leap and hanging poised 
midway. 

But when llie eastern blow, with rain aslant, 
From midnsea's prairies green and rolling plains 
Drives in his wallowing herds of billows 
gaunt, 
And the roused Charles remembers in his veins 
Old Ocean's blood and snaps his gyves of 

frost, 
That tyrannous silence on the shores is tost 
Id dreary wreck, and crumbling desolation reigns. 

Ed^wise or flat, in Druid-like device, 
With leaden pools between or sullies bare, 
The blocks lie strewn, a blesS: Stonehenge of 
ice; 
No life, no sound, to break the grim despair, 
Save sullen plunge, as through the sedges stiff 
Down crackles riverward some thaw-sapped 
cHff, 
Or when the close-wedged fields of ice crunch here 
and there. 
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But let me turn from fancy-pictured scenes 
To that whose pastoral calm before me lies : 
Here nothing harsh or rugged intervenes ; 
The early evening with her misty dyes 
Smooths off the ravelled edges of the nigh, 
Relieves the distant with her cooler sky, 
And tones the landscape down, and soothes the 
wearied eyes. 

There gleams my native village, dear to me, 
Tliough higher change's waves each day are 
seen. 
Whelming fields famed in boyhood's histoiy, 
Sanding with houses the diminished green ; 
There, in red brick, which softening time defiesi 
Stand square and stiff the Muses' factories ;— 
How with my life knit up is every weU-known 
scene 1 

Flow on, dear river I not alone you flow 
To outward sight, and through your mardiM 
wmd; 
Fed fix>m the mystic springs of long-ago. 
Your twin flows silent through my world of 
mind: 
Grow dim, dear marshes, in the evening's gray I 
Before my inner sight ye stretch away, 
And wiU forever, though these fleshly eyes grow 
blind. 

Beyond that hillock's house-bespotted swell, 

Where Gothic chapels house the horse and 

chaise. 

Where quiet cits in Grecian temples dwell, 

Where Coptic tombs resound with prayer and 

praise. 

Where dust and mud the equal year divide. 
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There gentle AUston lived, and wrooglit, and 
died, 
l^anafigoring stieet and shop 'with his illumined 
gaze. 

Virgilium vidi tantunij — ^I have seen 
Bat as a boy, who looks alike on all, 

That misty hair, that fine Undine-Hke mien, 
Tremulous as down to feeling's faintest call ; — 
Ah, dear old homestead 1 count it to thy fame 
That thither nuin^ times XtiQ Painter came ;— 
One elm yet bears his name, a feathery tree and 
talL 

Swiftly the present fades in memory's glow,— 
Our only sure possession is the past; 

The 'nllage blacksmith died a month ago, 
And dim to me the forge's roaring blast ; 
Soon fire-new medisBvals we shall see 
Oust the black smithy fix)m its chestnut tree, 
And that hewn down, perhaps, the beehiye green 
and vast 

How many times, prouder than king on iimme. 
Loosed from the village school-dame's A^ and 
B-s, 
Panting have I the creaky bellows blown. 
And watched the pent volcanoes red increase. 
Then paused to see the ponderous sledge, 

brought down 
By that hard arm voluminous and brown, 
Frran the white iron swarm its golden vanishing 
bees. 

Dear native town ! whose choking eLoos each 
year 
Witih eddying dust before their time tuni gray, 
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Pining for rain, — ^to me thy dust is dear ; 
It glorifies the eve of summer day, 

And when the westering sun half-sunken banui 
The mote-thick air to deepest orange turns, 
Ihe westward horseman rides through clouds of 
gold away, 

So palpable, IVe seen those unshorn few, 
The SIX old willows at the cau8e3r's end, 

(Such trees Paul Potter never dreamed nor 
drew,) 
Through this dry mist their checkering shadows 
send. 
Striped, here and there, with many a long- 
drawn thread. 
Where streamed through leafy chinks the 
trembling red, 
Past which, in one bright trail, the hangbird'g 
flashes blend. 

Yes, dearer far thy dust than all that e'er, 
Beneath the awarded crown of victory, 

Gilded the blown Olympic charioteer ; 
Though lightly prized the ribboned parchments 
three, 
Yet coUegisse juvat^ I am glad 
That here what colleging was mine I had,— 
It linked another tie, dear natiye town, with thee 1 

Nearer art thou than simply native earth, 
My dust with thine concedes a deeper tie ; 

A closer claim thy soil may well put forth. 
Something of kindred more than sympathy ; 
For in thy bounds I reyerently laid away 
That blinding anguish of forsaken clay, 
That title I seemed to have in earth and sea and 
sky. 
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That portion of my life more choice to me 
(Thougn brief, ^et in itself so round and whole) 

Than all the miperfect residue can be ; — 
The Artist saw his statue of the soul 

Was perfect ; so, with one regretful strokey 

The earthen model into fragments broke. 
And without her the impoverished seasons rolL 
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THE GROWTH OF THE LEGEND. 

A FBAOMSNT. 

A LEGEND that grew in the forest's hush 

Slowly as tear-drops gather and gush, 

When a word some poet chanced to say 

Ages ago, in his careless way, 

Brings our youth back to us out of its shroud 

Clearly as under yon thunder-cloud 

I see that white sea-gull. It grew and grew, 

From the pine-trees gathering a sombre hue, 

Till it seems a mere murmur out of the vast 

Norwegian forests of the past ; 

And it grew itself like a true Northern pine, 

First a utde slender line, 

Like a mermaid's green eyelash, and then anon 

A stem that a tower might rest upon, 

Standing spear-straight in the waist-deep moss. 

Its bony roots clutching around and across. 

As if they would tear up earth's heart in their grasp 

Ere the storm should uproot them or make them 

. unclasp; 
Its cloudy boughs sin^ng, as suiteth the pine. 
To shrunk snow-bearded searkings old songs of the 

brine, 
Till they straightened and let their staves &11 to the 

noor, 
Hearing waves moan again on the perilous shore 
Of Yimand, perhaps, while their prow groped its 

way 
'Twixt the frothy gnashed tusks of some ship- 
crunching bay. 
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So, pine-like, the legend grew, strong-limbed and 
tall, 

As the Gipsy child grows that eats crusts in the 
hall; 

It sacked the whole strength of the earth and th€ 
sW, 

Spring, Summer, Fall, Winter, all brought it sup- 
ply; 

'Twas a natural growth, and stood fearlessly there, 

A true part of the landscape as sea, land, and 

air; 
For it grew in good times, ere the fashion it was 
To force up these wild births a^ the woods under 



And so, if 'tis told as it should be told. 

Though 'twere sung under Venice's moonlight of 

gold, 
You would hear the old voice of its mother, the 

pine, 
Murmur sealike and northern through erery line, 
And the verses should hang, self«ustained and free. 
Bound the vibrating stem of the melody. 
Like the lithe sun-steeped limbs of the parent tree. 

Yes, the pine is the mother of legends ; what food 
For their grim roots is left when th<^ thousand- 

yeared wood — 
The dim-aisled cathedral, whose tall arches spring 
Light, sinewy, graceful, firm-set as the wing 
From Mchael's white shoulder — la hewn and d» 

faced 
By iconoclast axes in desperate waste. 
And its wrecks seek the ocean it prophesied long, 
Cassandrarlike, crooning its mystical song ? 
Then the legends go witii them,— even yet on the 

sea 
A wild virtue is left in the touch of the tree. 
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And the sailor's night-watches are thrilled to tlie 

core 
\^th the lineal offspring of Odin and Thor. 

Tes, wherever the pine-wood has never let in, 
Since the day of creation, the light and the din 
Of manifold life, but has safely conveyed 
From the midnight pnmeval its armfiu of shade, 
And has kept the weird Past with its sagas aliye 
'Mid the hum and the stir of To-day's busy hire, 
There the legend takes root in the age-gathered 

gloom. 
And its murmurous boughs for their toeong find 

roouL 

Where Aroostook, far-heard, seems to sob as he 

goes 
Groping down to the sea 'neatfa his mountainovii 

snows ; 
Where the lake's frore Sahara of never-tracked 

white. 
When the crack shoots across it, complains to the 

night 
With a long, lonely moan, that leagues northward 

is loc^ 
As the ice sluinks away from the tread of the frost; 
Where the lumberers sit by the log-fires which 

throw 
Their own threatening shadows far round o'er the 

snow, 
When the wolf howls aloof, and the wavering glare 
Flashes out from the blackness the eyes of the bear, 
When the wood's huge recesses, haU^lighted, supply 
A canvas where Fancy her mad brush may try, 
Blotting in giant Horrors that venture not down 
Through the right-angled streets of the brisk, white- 

washed town, 
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But skulk in the depths of the measureless wood 

'Md the Dark's creeping whispers that curdle th» 
blood, 

When the eye, glanced in dread o'er the shoulder, 
may dream, 

Ere it sluinks to the camp-fire's companioning 
gleam, 

That it saw the fierce ghost of the Bed Man crouch 
back 

To the shroud of the tree-trunk's invincible 
black ; — 

There the old shapes crowd thick round the pine- 
shadowed camp. 

Which shun the keen gleam of the scholarly lamp, 

And the seed of the legend finds true Norland 

Sound, 
e border-tale's told and the canteen fliti 
niiind. 
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A COHTTRAST. 

Thy lore thoa sentest oft to me. 
And still as oft I thmst it back ; 

Tlnr messengers I could not see 
Li those who every thing did lack, — 
The poor, the oatcatt, and the Uack. 

Pride held his hand before mine eyes, 
The world with flatfcenr stnfied mine ean ; 

I looked to see a monarch's goise, 
Nor dreamed thy love would Imock for yeai% 
Poor, naked, fettered, fall of tears. 

Yet, when I sent my love to thee, 
lliou with a smile didst take it in. 

And entertain'dst it royally, 
Though grimed with earth, with hunger thin. 
And teprous with the taint of sin. 

Now every day thy love I meet, 
As o'er the earth it wanders wide, 

With weary step and bleeding feet. 
Still knocking at the heart of pride 
And offering grace, though still denied. 
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EXTREME UNCTION. 

Go I leave me, Priest; my soul would be 

Alone with the consoler, Death ; 
Far sadder eyes than thine will see 

This crumbling clay yield up its. breath ; 
These shrivelled hands have deeper stains 

Than holy oil can cleanse away, — 
Hands that have plucked the world's coarse gainf 

As erst they plucked the flowers of May. 

Call, if thou canst, to those gra^ eyes 

Some faith from youth's traditions wrung; 
This fruitless husk which dustward dries 

Has been a heart once, has been young ; 
On this bowed head the awful Past 

Once laid its consecrating hands ; 
The Future in its purpose vast 

Paused, waiting my supreme conmiands. 

But look ! whose shadows block the door ? 

Who are those two that stand aloof? 
See ! on my hands this freshening gore 

Writes o'er again its crimson proof I 
My looked-for death-bed guests are met ; — 

There my dead Youth doth wring ite hands. 
And there, with eyes that goad me yet, 

The ghost of my Ideal stands ! 

Grod bends from out the deep and says, — 

*' I gave thee the great gin of life ; 
Wast thou not called in many ways ? 

Are not my earth aii:l h^^aven at strife ? 
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I ^ve thee of my seed to sow, 
Blindest thon me m j hondred-^dd ? * 

Can I look np with &ce aglow, 
And answer, ^ Father, here is gold ? " 

I have been innocent ; God knows 

When first this wasted life b^an, 
Not grape with grape more kindiy grows, 

Than I with every brother-man : 
Now here I gasp ; what lose mj kind. 

When this fiist-ebbing breath shall pait? 
What bands of lore and service bind 

This being to the world's sad heart? 

Christ still was wandering o'er the earth 

Without a place to lay his head ; 
He found fi:ee welcome at my hearth, 

He shared my cup and broke mj bread: 
Now, when I hear tnose steps subhme. 

That bring the other world to this. 
My snake-turned nature, sunk in slime, 

Starts sideway with defiant hiss. 

Upon the hour when I was bom, 

Grod said, ** Another man shall be," 
And the great Maker did not scorn 

Out of himself to fiuhion me ; 
He sunned me with his ripening looks. 

And Heaven's rich instmcts m me grew, 
As effortless as woodland nooks 

Send violets up and paint them blue. 

Tes, I who now, with angry tears. 

Am exiled back to brutish clod, 
Have borne unquenched for fourscore yean 

A spark of the eternal God ; 
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And to what end ? How yield I back 
The trust for such high uses given ? 

Heaven's light hath but revealed a track 
Whereby to crawl away from heaven. 

Men think it is an awi^ sight 

To see a soul just set a£i£t 
On that drear voyage from whose night 

The ominous shadows never lift ; 
But 'tis more awful to behold 

A helpless infant newly bom, 
Whose htde hands unconscious hold 

The keys of darkness and of mom. 

ACne held them once ; I flung away 

Those keys that might have open set 
The golden sluices of the day, 

But clutch the keys of darkness yet ;— 
I hear the reapers singing go 

Into Grod's narvest ; I, that misht 
With them have chosen, here below 

Grope shuddering at the gates of night. 

O fflorious Touth, that once wast mine 1 

high Ideal I all in vain 
Ye enter at this ruined shrine 

Whence worship ne'er shall rise again i 
The bat and owl mhabit here, 

The snake nests in the altar-stone. 
The sacred vessels moulder near, 

The image of the Grod is gone. 
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THE OAK. 

What gnarled stretch, what depth of shade, is his 

There needs no crown to mark the foresfs king; 
How in his leaves outshines full summer's bliss I 

Sun, storm, rain, dew, to him their tribute bring, 
Which he with such benignant royalty 

Accepts, as overpayeth what is lent ; 
All nature seems his vassal proud to be, 

And cunning only for his ornament 

How towers he, too, amid the billowed snows, 

An unquelled exile from the summer's throne, 
Whose plain, uncinctured front more kingly shows, 

Now that the obscuring courtier leaves are flown. 
His boughs make music of the winter air, 

JeweUed with sleet, like some cathedral front 
Where clinging snow-flakes with quaint art repair 

The dints and frirrows of time's envious brunt. 

How doth his patient strength the rude March 
wind 

Persuade to seem glad breaths of sunmier breeze. 
And win the soil that fain would be unkind, 

To swell his revenues with proud increase I 
He is the gem ; and all the landscape wide 

(So doth his grandeur isolate the sense) 
Seems but the setting, worthless all beside, 

An empty socket, were he fallen thence. 
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So, from oft converse with life's wintry gales, 

Should man learn how to clasp with toughei 
roots 
The inspiring earth ; — ^how otherwise avails 

The leaf-creating sap that sunward shoots ? 
So every year that falls with noiseless flake 

Should fill old scars up on the stormward side, 
And make hoar age revered for age's sake, 

Not for traditions of youth's leafy pride. 

So, from the pinched soil of a churlish fate, 

True hearts compel the sap of sturdier growth, 
So between earth and heaven stand simply great, 

That these shall s^em but their attendants bolli ; 
For nature's forces with obedient zeal 

Wait on the rooted faith and oaken will ; 
As quickly the pretender's cheat they feel, 

And turn mad Pucks to flout and mock him still. 

Lord ! all thy works are lessons, — each contains 

Some emblem of man's all-containing sool ; 
Shall he make fruitless all thy glorious pains. 

Delving within thy grace an eyeless mole ? 
Make me the least of my Dodona-grove, 

Cause me some message of thy truth to bring, 
Speak but a word through me, nor let thy love 

Among my boughs disdain to perch and sing. 
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AMBROSE. 

Never, surely, was holier man 

Than Ambrose, since the world began ; 

With diet spare and raiment thin, 

He shielded himself from the father of sin ; 

With bed of iron and scourgings oft, 

His heart to Grod's hand as wax made soft 

Through earnest prajer and watchings long 
He sought to know 'twixt right and wrong, 
Much wrestling with the blessed Word 
To make it yield the sense of the Lord, 
That he might build a storm-proof creed 
To fold the fiock in at their need. 

At last he builded a perfect faith, 
Fenced round about with The Lord thus saUh; 
To himself he fitted the doorway's size, 
Meted the light to the need of his eyes, 
And knew, by a sure and inward d^. 
That the work of his fingers was diyine. 

Then Ambrose sidd, ^ All those shall die 
The eternal death who belieye not as I ; ** • 
And some were boiled, some burned in fire, 
Some sawn in twain, that his heart's desire. 
For the good of men's souls, miffht be satisfied. 
By the £awing of all to the righteous side. 

One day, as Ambrose was seeking the truth 
In his lonely walk, he saw a youth 
Besting himself in the shade of a tree ; 
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It had never been given him to see 

So shuiing a face, and the sood man thought 

Twere pitj he e^ould not Delieve as he ought. 

So he set himself bj the young man's side, 
And the state of his soul with questions tried ; 
But the heart of the stranser was hardened indeed. 
Nor received tiie stamp of the one true creed, 
And the spirit of Ambrose waxed sore to find 
Such face the porch of so narrow a mind. 

*^ As each beholds in cloud and fire 

The shape that answers his own desire, 

So each," said the youth, ** in the Law shall find 

The figure and features of his mind ; 

And to each in his mercy hath God allowed 

His several pillar of fire and cloud." 

The soul of Ambrose burned with zeal 
And holy wrath for the young man's weal : 
^ Believest thou then, most wretched youth," 
Cried he, " a dividual essence in Truth ? 
I fear me thy heart is too cramped with sin 
To take the Lord in his glory in." 

Now there bubbled beside them where they stood, 
A fountain of waters sweet and good ; 
The youth to the streamlet's brink drew near 
Sayiijg, ** Ambrose, thou maker of creeds, look 

here I" 
Six vases of crystal then he took, 
And set them along the edge of the brook. 

'< As into these vessels the water I pour, 
There shall one hold less, another more, 
And the water unchanged, in every case, 
Shall put on the figure of the vase ; 
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O thon, who wouldst unity make thronsh stril'e, 
Canst ihovL fit this sign to the Water of Life ? 

When Ambrose looked up, he stood alone, 

The youth and the stream and the vases were 

gone; 
But he Knew, by a sense of humbled grace, 
He bad talked with an angel face to facei, 
And felt his heart change mwardly, 
As he fell on his knees beneat}« the 
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ABOVE AND BELOW. 

I. 

O DWELLERS in the yalley-land, 

Who in deep twilight grope and cower. 
Till the alow mountain's dial-hand 

Shortens to noon's triumphal hour, — 
While ye sit idle, do ye think 

The Lord's great work sits idle too ? 
That light dare not o'erleap the brink 

Of mom, because 'tis dark with you ? 

Though yet your valleys skulk in night, 

Li God's ripe fields \h& day is cri^. 
And reapers with their sickles bright, 

Troop, sin^ng, down the mountain side : 
Come up, and feel what health there is 

In the frank Dawn's Relighted eyes, 
As, bending with a pityingjdss, 

The night-shed tears of r^arth she dries ! 

The Lord wants reapers : O, mount up. 

Before night comes, and says, — ''^ Too late V' 
Stay not for taking scrip or cup. 

The Master hungers while ye w£dt ; 
'Tis from these heists alone your eyes 

The advancing spears of day can see, 
Which o'er the eastern hill-tops rise. 

To break your long captivity. 

II. 

Lone watcher on the mountain-height 1 
It is right precious to behold 
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The first long sarf of climbing light 
Flood all tne thirsty east with gold ; 

But we, who in the shadow sit, 
Ejiow also when the day is nigh, 

Seeing th^ shining forehead lit 
Wim his inspiring prophecy. 

Thou hast thine office ; we have ouis; 

Grod lacks not early service here, 
But what are thine eleventh hours 

He counts with us for morning cheer ; 
Our day, for Him, is long enou^ 

And when he giveth work to do, 
The bruised reed is amply tough 

To pierce the shield of error througli. 

But not the less do thou aspire 

Light's earlier messages to preach ; 
Keep back no syllable of fire, — 

Plunge deep the rowels of thy speech. 
Tet God deems not thine aeiiea si^ht 

More worthy than pur twilight dim/«- 
For meek Obedience, too, is £ight, 

And following that is finding Him. 
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THE CAPnVE. 

It was past the hour of trystiiig, 
But she lingered for him still ; 

Like a child, uie eager streamlet 
Leaped and laughed adown the hill, 

Happj to be free at twilight 
FitHn its toiling at the milL 

Then the great moon on a sudden 

Omiaous, and red as blood, 
Startling as a' new creation, 

O'er me eastern hill-top stood, 
Casting deep and deeper shadows 

Through the mjsterj of the wood. 

Dread closed huge and vague about her. 
And her thoughts tumea fearfully 

To her heart, if there some shelter 
From the mlence there might be, 

Like bare cedars leaning in&nd 
From the blighting oT the sea. 

Yet he came not, and the stiUness 
Dampened round her like a tomb ; 

She could feel cold eyes of spirits 
Looking on her through the gloom. 

She could hear the gropmg footsteps 
Of some blind, gigantic doom. 

Suddenly the silence wavered 
Like a light mist in the wind. 

For a voice broke gently through it, 
Felt like sunshine by the blind, 
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And the dread, like mist in sanshine, 
Furled serenely from her mind. 

" Once my love, my love forever,^ 

Flesh or spirit stdl the same ; 
If I missed tne hour of trysting, 
* r>o not think my faith to blame, 
I, alas, was made a captive, 

As from Holy Land I came. 

'^ On a green spot in the desert, 

Gleaming like an emerald star, 
Where a palm-tree, in lone silence, 

Yearning for its mate afiu*. 
Droops above a silver runnel, 

Slender as a sdmitary-^ 

^^ There thoalt find the humble postern 

To the castle of my foe ; 
If thy love bium clear and fiuthful. 

Strike the gateway, green and low. 
Ask to enter, and the warder 

Surely will not say thee no." 

Slept affain the aspen silence, 

JDut her loneliness was o'er; 
Bound her heart a motherly patience 

Wrapt its arms for evermore ; 
From her soul ebbed back the sorrow, 

Leaving smooth the golden shore. 

1 )onned she now the pi^:rim scallop, 

Took the pilgrim stan in hand ; 
Like a cloud-shade, flitting eastward. 

Wandered she o'er sea and land ; 
And her footsteps in the desert 

Fell like cool rain on the sand. 
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Soon, beneath the palm-tree*s shadow. 
Knelt she at the postern low ; 

And thereat she knocketh gently, 
Fearing much the warder's no ; 

All her heart stood still and listened, 
As the door swung backward alow. 

There she saw no surly warder 
With an eye like bolt and bar ; 

Through her soul a sense of music 
Throbbed, — and, like a guardian Lai- 

On the threshold stood an angel. 
Bright and silent as a star. 

Fairest seemed he of God's seraphs, 

And her spirit, lily-wise, 
Blossomed wben he turned upon her 

The deep welcome of his eyes. 
Sending upward to that sunlight 

All its dew for sacrifice. 

Then she heard a voice come onward 
Singing with a rapture new, 

As Eve heard the songs in Eden, 
Dropping earthward with the dew ; 

WeU she knew the happy singer. 
Well the happy song she knew. 

Forward leaped she o'er the threshold, 

Eager as a glancing surf; 
FeU from her the spirit's languor. 

Fell from her the body's scurf; — 
'Neath the palm next day some Arabs 

Found a corpse upoi* the turf. 
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THE BIRCH-TREE. 

RipPLma throogh tlij branches goes the 

shine, 

Among thj leaves that palpitate forever ; 
Ovid in thee a pining I^rmph had prisoned, 
The soal once of some tremnloiis inland river* 
Quivering to tell her woe, hot, ah I dmnb, damb 

forever 1 

While all the forest, witched with sbmiberoiii 

moonshine, 
Holds up its leaves in happy, hi^pj silence, 
Waiting the dew, with lireath and pnlse sus- 
pended, — 
I hear afar thy whispering, ^eam^ idands, 
And track thee wakeM stdl amid the wide-hung 
silence. 

Upon the brink of some wood-nestled lakelet, 
Thv foliage, like the tresses of a Dryad, 
Dripping about thy slim white st^n, whose shadow 
Slopes quivering down the water's dusky quiet. 
Thou shrink'st as on her bath's edge would some 
startled Dryad. 

Thou art the ffo-between of rustic lovers ; 

Thy white ba^ has their secrets in its keeping ; 

Reuben writes here the happy name of Patience, 

And thv lithe boughs hang murmuring and weep- 
ing 

Above her, as she steab the mystery from thy 
keeping. 
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Thou art to me 13ce my beloved maiden, 

So frankly coy, so full of trembly confidences ; 

Thy ahadow scarce seems shade, thy pattering lea^ 

lets 
Sprinkle their gathered sunshine o'er my senses. 
And Nature gives me all her summer confidences 

Whether my heart with hope or sorrow tremble, 
Thou sympathizest still ; wdd and unquiet, 
I fling me down ; thy ripple, like a river, 
Flows valleyward, where calmness is, and by it 
My heart is floated down into the land of quiet 
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AN INTERVIEW WITH MILES 
STANDISH. 

I SAT one eveniiig In my rocHn, 

In that sweet hour of twilight 
When blended thoughts, hali lijght, half ^ooiiiy 

Throng through the spirit's scy^ght; 
The flames by fits curled round the bars, 

Or up the chimney crinkled, 
While embers dropped like falling stars, 

And in the ashes tinkled. . 

I sat and mused ; the fire burned low. 

And, o'er my senses stealing, 
Crept something of the ruddy glow 

That bloomed on wall and ceiling ; 
Mypictures (they are verjr few, — 

Tne heads of ancient wise men) 
Smoothed down their knotted fronts, and grew 

As rosy as excisemen. 

My antique hi^h-backed Spanish chair 

Felt thrills wrough wood and leather. 
That had been strangers since whilere, 

'Mid Andaluaian heather, 
The oak that made its sturdy frame 

His happy arms stretched over 
The ox whose fortunate hide became 

The bottom's polished cover. 

It cam3 out in that famous bark 

That brought our sires intrejad. 
Capacious as another ark 

For furniture decrepit \ — 
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For, as that saved of bird and beast 

A pair for propagation, 
So has the seed of these increased 

And famished half the nation. 

Kings sit, thev say, in slippery seats ; 

But those slant precipices 
Of ice the northern voyager meets 

Less slippery are than this is ; 
To cling therein woald pass the wit 

Of royal man or woman. 
And whatsoe'er can stay in it 

Is more or less than human. 

I offer to all bores this perch. 

Dear well-intentioned people 
With heads as void as week-day chorch. 

Tongues longer than the steeple; 
To folks with missions, whose gaunt eyes 

See golden ages rising, — 
Salt of the earui I in wnat (|ueer Guys 

Thou'rt fond of crystallizing I 

Mywonder, then, was not unmixed 

With mercifiil sn^estion. 
When, as my roving eyes grew fixed 

Upon the chair in question, 
I saw its trembling arms inclose 

A figure grim and rusty. 
Whose doublet plain and plainer hose 

Were somethmg worn and dusty. 

Now even such men as Nature forms 

Merely to fill the street with. 
Once turned to ghosts by hungry worms, 

Are serious things to meet wiui ; 
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Your penitent spiritB are no jokes, 



A quiet shade, even llie; are fblki 
Ods cares not to speak Bat to. 



By Charon kinSly ferried. 
To tell me of a nugbt]' sum 

Behind mj ir^nacoat buried ? 
There is a buccaneerisb air 

About that garb outlandish 

Just then the ghost drew up bis chair 

And aaid, "My name is Slandish. 

" I corae from Plymouth, deadly bored , 

With toasts, and songs, and speecliefl, 

As lone and flat as my old sworn, 

As threadbare as my breeches : 
They understand ns Pilgrims 1 they, 

Smooth men with rosy faces, 
Strength's knots and snarls all pared away. 

And varnish in their places 1 

We had some toughness in our grwn, 

The eye to rightly see as is 
lot just the one that lights the bnun 

Or drawing-room Tyrtainses : 
f^talk about their Pilgrim blood, 

Tlieir birthright high and holyt— 
A monntain-stream that ends in mud 

Methinbs is melancholy. 

" He had stiff knees, the Puritan, 
That were not good at bending ; 

The homespun digni^ of man 
He thought was worth defending; 
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He did not, iridi his pinchbeck ore. 

His country's shame forgotten, 
Gild Freedom's coffin o'er and o'er, 

When all within was rotten. 

M These load ancestral boasts of yours, 

How can they else than vex ns ? 
Where were your dinner orators 

When slavery grasped at Texas ? 
Dumb on his knees was every <Hie 

That now is bold as Csesar, — 
Mere pegs to hang an office on 

Sucn stalwart men as these are." 

*^Good Sir," I said, " yon seem much stirred 

The sacred compromises " 

**Now God confound the dastard word 1 

My gall thereat arises : 
Norttiward it hath this sense alone, 

That you, your conscience blinding. 
Shall bow your fool's nose to the stone, 

When slavery feels like grinding. 

^ 1^8 shame to see such painted sticks 

In Vane's and Winthrop's places, 
To see your spirit of Seventynsix 

Dra^ humbly in the traces, 
With 3avery*s lash upon her back, 

And herds of office-holders 
To shout applause, as, with a crack, 

!<; peels her patient shoulders. 

"TTc forefathers to such a rout ! — 
No, by my faith in God's word I " 

Half rose the ghost, and half drew out 
The ghost of his old broadswoxd, 
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• 

Then thrust it slowly back agiun, 

And said, with reverent gesture, 
" No, Freedom, no ! blood should not stain 

The hem of thy white vesture. 

^ I feel the soul in me draw near 

The mount of prophesying; 
In this bleak wilacmess 1 hear 

A John the Baptist crying ; 
Far in the east I see upleap 

The streaks of first forewarning, 
And they who sowed the light shaud reap 

The golden sheaves of morning. 

'* Child of our travail and our woe, 

Light in our day of sorrow, 
Through my rapt spirit I foreknow 

The glory of thy morrow ; 
I hear great steps, that through the shade 

Draw nigher still and nigher, 
And voices call like that which bade 

The prophet come up higher." 

I looked, no form mine eyes could find, 

I heaid the red cock crowing, 
And through my window-chinks the wind 

A dismal tune was blowing ; 
Thought I, My neighbour Buckingham 

Hath somewhat m him gritty. 
Some Filgrim-stufif that hates all sham, 

And he will print my ditty. 
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ON THE CAPTURE OF CERTAIN FUGI- 
TIVE SLAVES NEAR WASHINGTON. 

Look on who will in apadij, and stifle they who 

can, 
Hie sympathies, the hopes, the words, that make 

man truly man ; 
Let those whose hearts are dungeoned up with 

interest or with ease 
Consent to hear with quiet pulse of loathsome 

deeds like these ! 

I first drew in New England's air, and from her 

hardy breast 
Sucked in the tyrant-hating milk that will not let 

me rest; 
And if my words seem treason to the dullard and 

the tame, 
rns but my Bay-State dialect,— our fathers spake 

the same! 

Shame on the costly mockery of piling stone on. 

stone 
To those who won our liberty, the heroes dead and 

gone, 
While we look coldly on, and see law-shielded 

ruffians slay 
Hie men who fain would win their own, the heroes 

of to-day 1 

Are we pled^d to craven silence ? O fling it to 

the wmd. 
The parchment wall that bars us from the least of 

human kind,— 
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That makes us cringe and temporize, and dumbly 

stand at rest, 
While Pity's burning flood of words is red-hot in 

the breast I 

Though we break our fathers' promise, we have 
nobler duties first ; 

The traitor to Humanity is the traitor most ac- 
cursed ; 

Man is more than Constitutions ; better rot beneath 
the sod, 

Than be true to Church and State while we are 
doubly false to God I 

We owe allegiance to the State ; but deeper, truer, 

more, 
To the sympathies that God hath set within our 

spirifs core ; — 
Our country claims our fealty ; we grant it so, but 

then 
Before Man made us citizens, great Nature made 

us men. 

He's true to God who's true to man ; wherever 

wrong is done, 
To the humblest and the weakest, neath the all- 

beholdins sun. 
That wrong is aSao done to us ; and they are slayes 

most base, 
Whose love of right is for themselves, and not for 

all their race. 

God works for all. Ye cannot hem the hope of 

being free 
With paral^Is of latitude, with mountain-range at 

sea. 
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Put golden padlockB on Truth's Upe, be calloiis ai 

ye will, 
From soul to soul o'er all the world, leaps one 

electric thrill. 

Chain down your slaves with ignorance, ye cannot ' 

keep apart, 
With all your craft of tyranny, the human heart 

from heart: 
When first the FOgnms landed on the Bay-State's 

iron shore, 
The word went forth that slavery should one day 

be no more. 

Out from the land of bondage *tis decreed our slayes 

shall go. 
And signs to us are offered, as erst to Pharaoh ; 
If we are blind, their exodus, like Israel's of yore, 
Through a Bed Sea is doomed to be, whose surges 

are of gore. 

'Tis ours to save our brethren, with peace and love 

to win 
Their darkened hearts from error, ere they harden 

it to sin ; 
But if before his duty man with listless spirit standa. 
Ere long the Great Avenger takes the work from 

out his hands. 
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TO THE DANDELION. 

Deab common flower, that groVst bende the 
way, ' ' 

Fringing the dusty road with harmless gold, 

First pledge of blithesome Majr, 
Which children muck, and, fall of pnde, uphold, 

B^h-hearted buccaneers, o'enoyed that they 
As l^dorado in the grass have found. 

Which not the rich earth's ample round 
May match in wealth, — thou art more dear to 

me 
Than all the prouder summer-blooms may be. 

Gold such as thine ne'er drew the Spanish prow 
Through the primeval hush of Indian seas, 

Nor wrinkled the lean brow 
Of age, to rob the lover's heart of ease ; 

'Tis the spring's largess, which she scatters now 
To rich and poor alike, with lavish hand, 
Though most hearts never understand 
To take it at God's value, but pass by 
The offered wealth with unrewarded eve. 

Thou art my tropics and mine ItaXj ; 
To look at thee unlocks a warmer chme ; 

The eyes thou sivest me 
Are in the heart, and heed not space or time : 

Not in mid June the golden-cuirassed bee 
Feels a more summer-like warm ravishment 
In the white lily's breezy tent, 
His fragrant Sybaris, than I, when first 
From the dark green thy yellow circles burst 
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Then think I of deep shadows on the grass,^ 
Of meadows where in sun the cattle graze, 

Where, as the breezes pass, 
The eleamins rushes lean a thousand ways, — 

Orieaves uat slumber in a cloudy mass. 
Or whiten in the wind, — of waters olue 
That from the distance sparkle through . 
Some woodland gap, — and of a sky above, 
Where one white cloud like a stray lamb doth 
move. 

My childhood's earliest thoughts are linked with 
thee ; 
The si ght of thee calls back the robin's song. 

Who, fit>m the dark old tree 
Bende the door, sang clearly all day long. 

And I, secure in cnildish piety, 
Listened as if I heard an angel sing 

With news from heaven, which he could bring 
Fresh every day to my untainted ears, 
When birds and flowers and I were happy peers. 

How like a prodigal doth nature seem. 
When thou, for aU my gold, so common art 1 

Thou teachest me to deem 
More sacredly of every himmn heart. 

Since each reflects in joy its scanty gleam 
Of heaven, and could some wondrous secret show. 
Did we but pay the love we owe, 
And with a child's undoubting wisdom look 
On all these living pages of God's book. 
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THE GHOST-SEER. 

Yv who, passing grayes by night, 
Glance not to the left nor right. 
Lest a spirit should arise, 
Cold and white, to freeze your eyes, 
S<Hne weak phantom, which your doubt 
Shapes upon the dark without 
From the dark withm, a guess 
At the spirit* s de^thlessness. 
Which ye entertain with fear 
In 3rour self-built dungeon here. 
Where ye sell your Gbd-giyen liyes 
Just for gold to buy you gyyeSy — 
Ye without a shudder meet 
In the city's noonday street. 
Spirits sadder and more dread 
Than from out the clay haye fled, 
Buried, beyond hope of Ught, 
In the body's haunted night I 

See ye not that woman pale ? 
There -are bloodhounds on her trail! 
Bloodhounds two, all gaunt and leaDy— - 
For the soul their scent is keen, — 
Want and Sin, and Sin is last, — 
They haye followed far and fast , 
Want gaye tongue, and, at her howl, 
Sin awakened with a gjowl. 
Ah, poor ^1 1 she had a right 
To a blessing from the light. 
Title-deeds to sky and earth 
God saye to her at her birth. 
But, before they were enjoyed, 
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Poverty had made them void, 
And had drunk the sunshine up 
From all nature's ample cup, 
Leaving her a first-bom's share 
In the dregs of darkness there. 
Oflen, on the sidewalk bleak, 
Hunffiy, all alone, and weak, 
She nas seen, in niffht and storm, 
Booms o'erflow with firelight warm. 
Which, outside the window-glass, 
Doubled all the cold, alas ! 
mi each ray that on her fell 
Stabbed her like an icicle. 
And she almost loved the wail 
Of the bloodhounds on her trail. 
Till the floor becomes her bier. 
She shall feel their pantings near, 
Close upon her very heels. 
Spite of all the din of wheels ; 
Sniverins on her pallet poor. 
She shall hear them at tne door 
Whine and scratch to be let in, 
Sister bloodhounds. Want and Sin ! 

Hark 1 that rustle of a dress. 
Stiff with lavish costliness ! 
Here comes one whose cheek would flush 
But to have her garment brush 
'Gainst the girl whose fingers thin 
Wove the weary broidery in. 
Bending backward from her toil. 
Lest her tears the silk might soil, 
And, in midnight's chill and murk. 
Stitched her lue into the work, 
Shaping from her bitter thought 
Heart's-ease and forget-me-not. 
Satirizing her despair 
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With the emblems woven there. 

Little doth the wearer heed 

Of the heart-break in the brede ; 

A hyena by her side 

Skulks, down-looking, — it is Pride. 

He digs for her in the earth, 

Where lie all her claims of birth, 

With his foul paws rooting o'er 

Some long-buried ancestor, 

AVho, perhaps, a statue won 

By the ill deeds he had done, 

By the innocent blood he shed, 

By the desolation spread 

Over happy villages, 

Blotting out the smile of peace. 

There walks Judas, he who sold 
Yesterday his Lord for gold, 
Sold Grod's presence in his heart 
For a proud step in the mart ; 
He hath dealt in flesh and blood, — 
At the bank his name is good. 
At the bank, and only there, 
'Tis a marketable ware. 
In his eyes that stealthy gleam 
Was not learned of sky or stream, 
But it has the cold, hard glint 
Of new dollars from the mint 
Open now your spirit's eyes. 
Look through that poor clay disguise 
Which has thickened, day by day. 
Till it keeps all li^ht at bay. 
And his soul in pitchy gloom 
Gropes about its narrow tomb. 
From whose dank and slimy walls 
Drop by drop the horror falls. 
Look I a serpent lank and cold 

?OL. I. 14 
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Hugs his spirit foLd on fold ; 
From his Heart, all day and night, 
It doth sack God's blessed light 
Drink it will, and drink it must, 
TtlH the cup holds naught but dust ; 
All day long he hears it hiss, 
Writhmg in its fiendish bliss ; 
All night lonff he sees its eyes 
Flicker with foul ecstasies, 
As the spirit ebbs away 
Into the absorbing day. 

Who is he that skulks, afraid 

Of the trust he has betrayed, 

Shudderins if perchance a gleam 

Of old noUeness should stream 

Through the pent, unwholesome room, 

Where his shrunk soul cowers in gloom,- 

Spirit sad beyond the rest 

By more instinct for the best ? 

l!is a poet who was sent 

For a bad world's punishment, 

By compelling it to see 

Golden glimpses of To Be, 

By compelling it to hear 

Songs that prove the angels near ; 

Who was sent to be the tongue 

Of the weak and spirit-wrung, 

Whence the fiery-winged Despair 

In men's shrinking eyes might flare. 

'Tis our hope doth fa^on us 

To base use or glorious : 

He who might have been a lark 

Of Truth's morning, fix>m the dark 

Baining down mel^ous hope 

Of a £^er, broader scope. 

Aspirations, prophecies, 
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Of the spirit's full sunrise, 

Chose to be a bird of night, 

Which with eyes refusing light, 

Hooted from some hollow tree 

Of the world's idolatry. • 

Tis his punishment to hear 

Flutterings of pinions near, 

And his own vain wings to feel 

Drooping downward to his heel, 

All their grace and import lost, 

Burdening his weary ^host : 

Ever wal&ng by liis side 

He must see his angel guide, 

Who at intervals doth turn 

Looks on him so sadly stem, 

With such ever-new surprise 

Of hushed anguish in her eyes, 

That it seems the lisht of day 

From around him shrinks away. 

Or drops blunted from the wall 

Built around him by his fall. 

Then the mountains, whose white peaks 

Catch the morning's earliest streaks. 

He must see, where prophets sit. 

Turning east their faces lit. 

Whence, with footsteps beautiful. 

To the earth, yet dim and dull. 

They the gladsome tidings bring 

Of me sunlight's hastening : 

Never can those hills of buss 

Be o'erclimbed by feet like Ins I 

But enough 1 O, do not dare 
From the next the veil to -tear, 
Woven of station, trade, or dran, 
More obscene than nakedness. 
Wherewith plausible culture drapes 
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Fallen Nature's myriad shapes ! 
Let us rather love to mark 
How the unextin^shed spark 
Will shine through the thin disguise 
Of our customs, pomps, and lies, 
And, not seldom olown to flamey 
Vindicate its ancient chum. 
1844. 
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STUDIES FOR TWO HEAD& 

I. 

Some sort of heart I know is hers, — 
I chanced to feel her pulse one night; 

A brain she has that never errs, 
And yet is never nobly right ; 

It does not leap to great results, 
But in some comer out of sight, 
Suspects a spot of latent blight, 
And, o'er the impatient infinite, 

She baigains, haggles, and consults. 

Her eye, — ^it seems a chemic test 

And drops upon you like an acid ; 
It bites you witn unconscious zest. 

So clear and bright, so coldly placid ; 
It holds you quietly aloof, 

It holds, — and yet it does not win you ; 
It merely puts you to the proof 

And sorts what qualities are in you ; 
It smiles, but never brings you nearer, 

It lights, — ^her nature draws not nigh ; 
'l^s but that yours is growing clearer 

To her assays ; — yes, try and try, 

Youll get no deeper than her eye. 

There, you are classified : she's gone 

Far, far away into herself; 
Each with its Latin label on. 
Your poor components, one by one, 

Are laid upon their proper shelf 
In her compact and ordered mind, 
And what of you is left behind 
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Is no more to her than the wind ; 

In that dear brain, which, day and night, 

No movement of the heart e'er Jostles, 
Her friends are ranged on left ana right,^ 
Here, silex, hornblende, sienite ; 

There, animal remains and fossils. 

And yet, O subtile analyst. 

That canst each property detect 

Of mood or grain, that oanst untwist 
Each tanged skein of intellect, 

And with thy scalpel eyes lay bare 

Each mental nerve more fine than air,— 
O brun exact, that in thy scales 

Canst weigh the sun and never err, 
For once thy patient science fails, 
One problem still defies thy art ; — 

Thou never canst compute for her 

The distance and diameter 
Of any simple human heart 



II. 

Hear him but speak, and you will feel 
The shadows of the Portico 

Over your tranquil spirit steal. 
To modulate all joy and woe 
To one subdued, subduing glow ; 

Above our squabbling business-hours, 

Like Phidian Jove's, nis beauty lowers, 

His nature satirizes ours ; 

A form and fi*ont of Attic grace. 
He shames the higgling market-place, 

And dwarfs our more mechanic powers. 

What throbbing verse can fitly render 
That face, — so pure, so trembfing-tender ? 
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Sensation glimmers through its rest, 
It speaks unmanacled by words, 

As ftdl of motion as a nest 
That psdpitates with unfledged birds ; 

'l^s likest to Bethesda's stream, 
Forewai'ned throngh all its thiilline springs^ 

White with the angel's coming gleam. 
And rippled with his fanning wmgs. 

Hear him unfold his plots and plans^ 
And larger destinies seem man s ; 
You conjure from his ^wing &ce 
The omen of a fairer race ; 
With one grand trope he boldly spans 

The gulf wherein so many fall, 

'Twixt possible and actual ; 
fiis first swift word, talarianshod. 
Exuberant with conscious Gk)d, 
Out of the choir of planets blotb 
The present eartii with all its spots. 

fiSmself unshaken as the sky, 

His words, like whirlwinds, spin on high 

Systems and creeds pellmeil together; 
Tls strange as to a deaf man's eye. 
While trees uprooted rolinter by, 

The dumb turmoil of stormy weather; 

Less of iconoclast than shaper, 
His spirit, safe behind the reach 
Of the tornado of his speech, 

Bums cahnly as a glowworm's tapes 

So ffreat in speech, but, ah ! in act 

& overrun with yermin troubles. 
The coarse, sharp-cornered, uffly fact 

Of life collapses all his bubbles : 
Had he but lived in Plato's day, 
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He might, unless my fanc^ em, 
Have shared that golden voice's sway 

O'er barefooted philosophers. 
Our nipping climate hardly suits 
The ripening of ideal fruits : 
His theories vanquish us all summer, 
But winter makes him dumb and dumber; 
To see him 'mid life's needful things 

Is something painfully bewildering ; 
He seems an angel with clipt wings 

Tied to a mortal wife and chil£ien, 
And by a brother seraph taken 
In the act of eating e^ and bacon. 
Like a clear fountam, nis desire 

Exults and leaps toward the light, 
In every drop it sairs "Aspire 1 " 

Striving for more ideal Wht ; 
And as the fountain, falling tnence. 

Crawls baffled through the common gutter. 
So, from his speech's eminence, 
He shrinks into the present tense, 

Unkinged by foolish bread and butter. 

Tet smile not, worldling, for in deeds 

Not all of life that's brave and wise is ; 
He strews an ampler future's seeds, 

*Tis your fault if no harvest rises ; 
Smooth back the sneer ; for is it naught 

That all he is and has is Beauty's ? 
By soul the soul's gains must be wrought. 
The Actual claims our coarser thought, 

The Ideal hath its higher duties. 
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ON A PORTRAIT OF DANTE BY 

GIOTTO. 

Can this be thou who, lean and pale, 

With such immitigable eye 
Didst look upon those writhing souls in bale, 

And note each vengeance, and pass by 
Unmoved, save when thv heart by chance 
Cast backward one forbidden glance. 

And saw Francesca, with child's glee. 

Subdue and mount thy wild-horse knee 
And with proud hands control its fiery prance ? 

With half-drooped lids, and smooth, round brow, 

And eye remote, that inly sees 
Fair Beatrice's spirit wandering now 

In some sea-lulled Hesperides, 
Thou movest through the jarring street, 
Secluded from the noise of feet 

By her gift-blossom in thy hand. 

Thy branch of palm from Holy Land ;— 
No trace is here of ruin's fiery sleet 

Yet there is something round thy lips 

That prophesies the coming doom, 
The soft, gray herald-shadow ere the eclipse 

Notches the perfect disk with sloom ; 
A something that would banish thee, 
And thine untamed pursuer be. 

From men and their unworthy fates. 

Though Florence had not shut her gates. 
And gnef had loosed her clutch and let thee free 
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Ah I he who follows fearlessly 

The beckonings of a poet-heart 
Shall wabder, and without the world's decree, 

A banished man in field and mart ; 
Harder than Florence' walls the bar 
Which with deaf sternness holds him far 

From home and friends, till death's release, 

And makes his only prayer for peace, 
thine, scarred veteran of a lifelong war 1 
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ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND'S CHnJD. 

Death never came so niffh to me before, 
Nor showed me his mild race : oft had I mused 
Of cakn and peace and deep forsetfiilness, 
Of folded hands, closed eyes, and heart at rest, 
And slomber sound beneath a flowery tnrf^ 
Of faults foi^gotten, and an inner place 
Kept sacred for us in the heart oT friends ; 
But these were idle fancies, satisfied 
With the mere husk of this ereat mysterjr, 
And dwelling in the outward shows of things. 
Heaven is not mounted to on wings of dreams, 
Nor doth the unthankM happiness of youth 
Aim thitherward, but floats from bloom to bloom. 
With earth's warm patch of sunshine well content 
'Tis sorrow builds the shining ladder up. 
Whose golden rounds are our calamities, 
Whereon our firm feet planting, nearer God 
The spirit climbs, and hath its eyes unsealed. 

True is it that Death's &ce seems stem and cold, 

When he is sent to summon those we lore, 

But all God's angels come to us disniised ; 

Sorrow and sickness, poverty and death. 

One after other lift their frowning masks, 

And we behold the seraph's face beneaft. 

All radiant with the glory and the cahn 

Of having looked upon me fiont ot God. 

With every anguish of our earthly jMut 

The spirit's sight grows clearer ; this wai meani 

When Jesus touched the blind man's lids with eUtjt 
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Life is the juler, Death the angel sent 

To draw the unwilling bolts and set us free. 

He flings not ope the ivorj gate of Best, — 

Only the fallen spirit knocks at that, — 

But to benigner regions beckons us, 

To destinies of more rewarded toil. 

In the hushed chamber, sitting by the dead, 

Itgrates on us to hear the flood of life 

Whirl rustling onward, senseless of our loss. 

The bee hums on ; around the blossomed vine 

Whirs the light humming-bird ; the cricket 

chirps; 
The locust's shrill alarum stings the ear ; 
Hard hy^ the cock shouts lustily; fixnn farm to 

farm, 
His cheery brothers, telling of the sun, 
Answer, ml far awinr the joyance dies : 
We never knew before how God had filled 
The summer air with happy living sounds ; 
All round us seems an overplus m life. 
And yet the one dear heart lies cold and still. 
It 19 most strange, when the great miracle 
Hath for our si^es been done, when we have had 
Our inwardest experience of Grod, 
When with his presence still the room expands. 
And is awed after him, that naught is changed, 
That Nature's face looks unacknowledging. 
And the mad world still dances heedless on 
Afler its butterflies, and gives no sign. 
'Tis hard at first to see it all aright ; 
In vain Faith blows her trump to smnmon back 
Her scattered troop ; yet, through the clouded 

glass 
Of our own bitter tears, we learn to look 
Undazzled on the kindness of God's face ; 
Earth is too dark, and Heaven alone shines 

through. 
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£t is no little thing, when a fresh soul 

And a fresh heart, with their unmeasured scope 

For good, not gravitating earthward yet, 

But circling in diviner periods, 

Are sent into the world, — no little thing. 

When this unbounded possibility 

Into the outer silence is withdrawn. 

Ah, in this world, where every guiding thread 

Ends suddenly in the one sure centre, death, 

The visionary hand of Might-have-been 

Alone can fill Desire's cup to the brim 1 

How changed, dear friend, are thy part and thy 

child's ! 
He bends above thy cradle now, or holds 
His warning finger out to be thy guide ; 
Thou art the nurseling now ; he watches thee 
Slow learning, one by one, the secret things 
Which are to him used sights of every day ; 
He smiles to see thy wondering glances con 
The grass and pebbles of the spirit world, 
To thee miraculous ; and he will teach 
Thy knees their due observances of prayer. 
Children are God's apostles, day by day 
Sent forth to preach of love, and hope, and peace , 
Nor hath thy babe his mission left undone. 
To me, at least, his going hence hath ^ven 
Serener thoughts and nearer to the skies, 
And opened a new fountain in my heart 
For thee, my friend, and all : and, O, if Death 
More near approaches meditates, and clasps 
Even now some dearer, more reluctant hand, 
God, strengthen thou my faith, that I may see 
That 'tis thine angel, who, with loving haste, 
Unto the service of the inner shrine 
Doth waken thy beloved with a kiss I 

1844. 
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Heaykn's cup held down to me I drain. 
The sunshine mounts and spurs my brain ; 
Bathing in grass, with thirsty eye 
I suck the last drop of the sky ; 
With each hot sense I draw to the lees 
The quickening out-door influences, 
And empty to each radiant comer 
A supernaculum of summer : 
Not, JBacchus, all thy grosser juice 
Could bring enchantment so pro^e, 
Though for its press each grape-bunch had 
The white feet of an Oread. 

Through our coarse art gleam, now and then. 

The features of angelic men ; 

'Neath the lewd Satyr's veiling paint 

Glows forth the Sibyl, Muse, or Saint; 

The dauber's botch no more obscures 

The mighty Master's portraitures. 

And who can say what luckier beam 

The hidden glory shall redeem, 

For what chance clod the soul may wait 

To stumble on its nobler fate, 

Or why, to his unwarned abode, 

Still by surprises comes the God ? 

Some moment, nailed on sorrow's cross, 

May mediate a whole youth's loss. 

Some windfall ioy, we know not whence, 

Redeem a lifetime's rash expense, 
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And, suddenly wise, the soul may mark, 
Stripped of their simulated dark, 
Mountains of gold that pierce the skj. 
Girdling its vadleyed poverty. 

I feel ye, childhood's hopes, return, 
With olden heats my pulses bum, — 
Mine be the self-foi^etting sweep. 
The torrent impulse swifl and wild, 
Wherewith Taghkanic's rockborn child 
Dares gloriously the dangerous leap. 
And, in his sky-descended mood. 
Transmutes each drop of sluggish blood. 
By touch of bravery^ simple wand, 
To amethyst and diamond, 
Proving himself no bastard slip. 
But the true granite-cradled one. 
Nursed with the rock's primeval drip, 
The cloud-embracing mountain's son I 

Prayer breathed in vain ! no wish's swaf 

Bebuilds the vanished yesterday ; 

For plated wares of Sheffield stamp 

We gave the old Aladdin's lamp ; 

*Tia we are changed ; ah, whither v.ont 

That undesigned abandonment, 

That wise, unquestioning content, 

Which could erect its microcosm 

Out of a weed's neglected blossom. 

Could call up Arthur and his peers 

By a low moss's clump of spears. 

Or, in its shingle trireme launched. 

Where Charles in some sreen inlet branched, 

Could venture for the g^den fleece 

And dragon-watched Hesperides, 

Or, from its ripple-shattered fate, 

Ulysses' chances recreate ? 



t94 BURYDICE. 

When, beralding life's eyeir phase, 
Hiere glowed a goddess-yemng haze, 
A plenteous, forewarning grace, 
Like that more tender dawn that flies 
Before the full moon's ample rise ? 
Methinks thy parting glory shines 
Through yonder grove of singing pines; 
At that elm-vista's end I trace 
Dimly thy sad leave-taking &ce, 
Eurydice ! Eurydice I 
The tremulous leaves repeat to me 
Eurydice ! Eurydice ! 
No gloomier Orcus swallows thee 
Than the unclouded sunset*s glow ; 
Thine is at least Elysian woe ; 
Thou hast Good's natural decay. 
And fadest like a star away 
Into an atmosphere whose shine 
With fuUer day o'ermastera thine, 
Entering defeat as 'twere a shrine ; 
For us, — ^we turn life's diary o'er 
To find but one word, — ^Nevennare. 
1846 
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SHE CAME AND WENT. 

As a twig trembles, which a bird 
Lights on to sing, then leaves unbent, 

So is my memory thrilled and stirred ;— 
I only know sne came and went 

As clasps some lake, by gusts unriven, 
The blue dome's measureless content, 

So my soul held that moment's heaven ^ 
I only know she came and went. 

As, at one bound, our swift spring heaps 
The orchards full of bloom and scent, 

So clove her May my wintry sleeps ; — 
I only know she came and went. 

An angel stood and met my gaze, 
Through the low doorway of my tent ; 

The tent is struck, the vision stays ; — 
I only know she came and went. 

O, when the room grows slowly dim, 
And life's last oil is nearly spent, 

One gush of li^ht these eyes will brim, 
Omy to thiuK she came and went. 
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THE CHANGELING. 

I HAD a little daughter, 

And she was siven to me 
To lead me genuv backward 

To the Heavenly Father^s knee, 
That I, hj the force of nature, 

Miffht m some dim wise divine 
The depth of his infinite patience 

To tms wayward soul df mine. 

1 know not how others saw her, 

But to me she was wholly fair, 
And the light of the heaven she came from 

Still lingered and gleamed in her hair ; 
For it was as wavy and golden. 

And as many changes took, 
As the shadows of sun-eilt ripples 

On the yellow bed of a brook. 

To what can I liken her smiling 

Upon me, her kneeling lover, 
How it leaped from her fips to her eyelids, 

And dimpled her wholly over, 
1^ her outstretched hands smiled also, 

And I ahnost seemed to see 
The very heart of her mother 

Sending sun through her veins to me ! 

She had been with us scarce a twelvemonth, 

And it hardly seemed a day, 
When a troop of wandering angels 

Stole my htde daughter away ; 
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Or perhaps those heavenly ZIngari 
But loosed the hampering strings, 

And when they had opened her cage-door. 
My little bird used her wings. 

But they left in her stead a changeling, 

A litue angel child, 
That seems &e her bud in full blossom, 

And smiles as she never smiled : 
When I wake in the morning, I see it 

Where she always used to Ue, 
And I feel as weak as a violet 

Alone 'neath the awful sky. 

As weak, yet as tmstftd also; 

For the whole year long I see 
All the wonders of faithfiu Nature 

Still worked for the love of me ; 
Winds wander, and dews drip eartihward, 

Bain falls, suns rise and set, 
Earth whirls, and all but to prosper 

A poor little violet 

This child is not mine as the first was, 

I cannot sing it to rest, 
I cannot lift it up fatherly 

And bliss it upon my breast ; 
Yet it lies in my little one's cradle 

And sits in my little one's chair. 
And the light of the heaven she's gone to 

Transfi^res its golden hair. 



i 
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THE PIONEEE. 

What man would live coffined with brick and 
stone. 
Imprisoned from the influences of air, 
And criunped with selfish land-marks every- 
where, 
When all before him stretches, furrowless and lone, 
llie immapped prairie none can fence or own ? 

What man would read and read the sel&ame 
faces, 
And, like the marbles which the windnull 

grinds, 
Bub smooth forever with the same smooth 
minds, 
This year retracing last year's, every year's, dull 
traces, 
When there are woods and un-man-stifled 
places? 

What man o'er one old thought would pore and 
pore. 
Shut like a book between its covers thin 
For every fool to leave his dog's-ears in, 
When solitude is his, and God for evermore, 
Just for the opening of a paltry door ? 

What man would watch life's oozy element 
Creep Letheward forever, when he miffht 
Down some great river drift beyond men'a 
sisht| 
To where me undethroned forestfs royal tent 
Broods with its hush o'er half a continent ? 
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What man i^nth men would pusli and altercate, . 
Piecing out crooked means for crooked ends, 
When he can have the skies and woods for 
friends, 
Snatch back the rudder of his undismantled fate, 
And in himself be ruler, church, and stat« ? 

Cast leaves and feathers rot in last year's nest. 
The winged brood, flown thence, new dwell- 
ings plan; 
The serf of his own Past is not a man ; 
To change and change is life, to move and never 
rest; — 
Not what we are, but what we hope, is best 

The wild, free woods make no man halt or 
blind; 
Cities rob men of eyes and hands and feet. 
Patching one whole of many incomplete ; 
The general preys upon the individual mind. 
And each alone is helpless as the wind. 

Each man is some man's servant ; every soul 
Is by some other's presence quite discrowned ; 
Each owes the next through all the imperfect 
round. 
Yet not with mutual help ; each man is his own 
goal, 
And the whole earth must stop to pay his tolL 

Here, life the undiminished man demands ; 
New faculties stretch out to meet new 

wants; 
What Nature asks, that Nature also srants ; 
Here man is lord, not drudge, of eyes and feet and 
hands, 
And to his life is knit with hourly bands. 
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Come out, then, from the old thoughts and old 
ways. 
Before 70a harden to a crystal cold 
Which the new life can shatter, but not 
mould ; 
Freedom for you still waits, still, looking backward, 
stays, 
But widens stiU the irretrieTable space. 
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LONGING. 

Of all the myriad moods of mind 

That through the soul come thronging, 
Which one was e'er so dear, so kind, 

So beauti^ as Longing ? 
The thing we long for, that we are 

For one transcendent moment, 
Before the Present poor and bare 

Can make its sneering comment 

Still, through our paltry stir and strife, 

Glows down the wished Ideal, 
And Lon^g moulds in clay what Life 

Carves in the marble Real ; 
To let the new life in, we know, 

Desire must ope the portal ; — 
Perhaps the longing to oe so 

Helps make the soul immortaL 

Longing is God's fresh heavenward wiU 

mth our poor earthward striving; 
We quench it that we may be still 

Content with merely living; 
But, would we learn that heart's full scope 

Which we are hourly wronging, 
Our lives must climb from hope to hope 

And realize our longing. 

Ah ! let us hope that to our praise 

Good God not only reckons 
The moments when we tread his wajv, 

But when the spirit beckons, — 
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Hiat flome sBg^t ^ood u also wron^t 

Beyond flel^«atIsfacti(m, 
When we are simply good in though 

Howe'er we fiul in aetioiu 
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FEBBUABT, 1848. 
I. 

As, flake by flake, the beetling avalanclies 
Build up their imminent crags of noueleH 
snow, 
Till some chance thrill the loosened ruin launches 

And the blind havoc leaps unwarned below, 
Sojzrew and gathered through the silent years 
GSie madness of a People, wrong by wrong. 
There seemed no strength in the dumb tdler^s 
tears, — 
No strength in suffering; — ^but the Fast was 
strong: 
The brute despair of trampled centuries 
Leaped up with one hoarse yell and snapped its 

bands, 
Groped for its right with homy, callous hands, 
And stared around for God with bloodshot eyes. 
What wonder if those palms were all too hard 
For nice distinctions, — ^if that msenad throng — 

They whose thick atmosphere no bard 
Had shivered with the lightning of his song. 
Brutes with the memories and desires of men, 
Whose chronicles were writ with iron pen. 
In the crooked shoulder and the forehead 
low — 
Set wron^ to balance wrong, 
And physicked woe with woe ? 
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n. 

Thej did as they were taught; not thein Hie 

blame, 
If men who scattered firebrands reaped the flame : 
Thej trampled Peace beneath their savage 
feet, 
And by her golden tresses drew 
Mercy alone the pavement of the street. 
O, iVeedom I Freedom I is thy morning-dew 
So gory red ? Alas, thy light had ne'er 
Shone in npon the chaos of their lair I 
ThBj reared to thee sach symbol as they knew, 
And worshipped it with flame and blood, 
A Vengeance, axe in hand, that stood 
Holding a tyrant's head up by the clotted 
hair. 

m. 

What wrongs the Oppressor suffered, these we 
know; 
These have found piteous voice in aong and 
prose; 
But for tne Oppressed, their darkness and t&dr 
woe. 
Their grinding centuries, — ^what Muse had those ? 
Though hall and palace had nor eyes nor ears, 
Hardening a people's heart to senseless stone. 
Thou knowest them, O Earth, that drank their 
tears, 
O Heaven, that heard their inarticulate moan ! 
They noted down their fetters, link by link ; 
Coarse was the hand that scrawled, and red the 
ink; 
Rude was their score, as suits unlettered 
men, — 
Notched with a headsman's axe up(m a block : 
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What marvel if, wlien came the avenging shock, 
'Twas Ate, not Urania, held the pen ? 

IV. 

With eye averted and an anguished frown, 
Loathing!^ glides the Muse through scenes of 
strife, 
Where, like the heart of Vengeance up and 
down, 
Throbs in its framework the blood-muffled 
knife; 
Slow are the steps of Freedom, but her feet 

Turn never backward : hers no bloody glare ; 
der li^ht is calm, and innocent, and sweet. 
And where it enters there is no despair : 
Not first on palace and cathedral spire 
Quivers and gleams that unconsumins fire ; 
While these stand black against ner morning 
skies. 
The peasant sees it leap from peak to peak 

Along his hills ; the craftsman's burning eyes 
Own with cool tears its influence mother-meek ; 
It lights the poef s heart up like a star ; — 
Ah I while the tyrant deemed it still afar, 
And twined with golden threads his fritile snare, 
That swifr, convicting glow all round lum 
ran; 
'Twas close beside him there. 
Sunrise whose Memnon is the soiil of man. 

V. 

O Broker-Kins, is this thy wisdom's fruit ? 
A dynasty plucked out as 'twere a weed 
Grown rankly in a night, that leaves no seed ! 

Could eighteen years strike down no deeper 
root? 
But now thy vulture eye was tamed on Spauii-^ 
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A shoat from Paris, and thy crown falls off, 

Thy race has ceased to reign. 
And thou become a fiigidye and scoff: 

Slippery the feet that mount by stairs of gold, 
And weakest of adl fences one of steel ; — 

Gro and keep school agsdn like him of old, 
The Syracusan tyrant ; — ^lihou mayst feel 
Boyal amid a birch-swayed commonweal I 

VI. 

Not long can he be ruler who allows 

His time to run before him ; thou wast naught 
Soon as the strip of sold about thy brows 

Was no more emblem of the People's thought : 
Vain were thy bayonets against the foe 

Thou hadst to cope with ; thou didst wage 
War not with Frenchmen merely ; — ^no, 

Thy strife was with the Spirit of the A^ 
The inyisible Spirit whose m^ breath divme 

Scattered tny frail endeavor, 
And, like poor last year's leaves, whirled thee and 
thine 
Into the Dark forever ! 

vn. 

Is here no triumph ? Nay, what though 
The yellow blooa of Trade meanwhHe should 
pour 
Along its arteries a shrunken flow, 
And the idle canvas droop around the shore ? 
These do not make a state. 
Nor keen it great; 
I think God made 
The earth for man, not trade ; 
And where each humblest human creature 
Can stand, no more suspicious or afraid, 
Erect and kingly in his right of nature, 
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To heaven and earth knit with harmonious ties,— 
' Where I behold the exultation 
Of manhood glowing in those eyes 
That had been dark for ages, — 
Or only lit with bestial loves and rages — 
There I behold a Nation : 

The France which lies 
Between the Pyrenees and Rhine 
Is the least part of France ; 
I see her rather in the soul whose shine 
Bums through the craftsman's grimy countenance, 
In the new energy divine 

Of Toil's enfranchised glance. 

vin. 

And if it be a dream, — 
If the great Future be the little Past 
'Neath a new mask, which drops and shoTTS at 

last 
The same weird, mocking &ce to balk and 
blast, — 
Y'et, Muse, a gladder measure suits the theme, 
And the Tyrtsean harp 
Loves notes more rescuute and sharp, 
Throbbing, as throbs the bosom, hot and fast: 
Such visions are of morning, 
Theirs is no va^e forewarning, 
The dreams which nations dream come trae, 
And shape the world anew; 
If this be a sleep. 
Make it long, make it deep, 
Father, who sendest the harvests men reap 1 
While Labor so sleepeth 
His sorrow is gone. 
No longer he weepeth. 
But smileth and steepeth 
His thoughts in the dawn ; 
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He heareth Hope yonder 

Bain, lark->like, her fancies, 
Hia dreamine hands wander 

"Mid hearnt-ease and pansies; 
«( Tis a dream I 'lis a Tision 1 * 

Shrieks Mammon aghast ; 
^ The day's broad dension 

Will chase it at last; 
Ye are mad, ye haye taken 
A slumbering kraken 

For film land of the Fasti" 
Ah I if he awaken, 

God shield us all then, 
If this dream rudely shaken 

Shall cheat him again ! 



IX. 

Since first I heard our North wind blow. 
Since first I saw Atlantic throw 
On our fierce rocks his thunderous snow, 
I loyed thee, Freedom ; as a boy 
The rattle of thy shield at Marathon 
Did with a Grecian joy 
Throuffh idl my pulses run ; 
But I haye learned to loye thee now 
Without the helm upon thy gleaming brow, 

A maiden mild and unaefiled 
like her who bore the world's redeeming child ; 
And surely neyer did thy altars glance 
With purer fires than now in France ; 
While, in their bright white flashes, 
Wrong's shadow, backward cast, 
Wayes cowering o'er the ashes 

Of the dead, ola^heming Fast, 
O'er the shapes of fallen giants, 
His own unburied brood, 
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Whose dead hands clench defiance 

At the OYerpowering Grood : 
And down the happy mtore runs a flood 

Of prophesying l^ht; 
It shows an Earth no longer stained with 

blood, 
Blossom and frnit where now we see the bod 

Of Brotherhood and Bight. 
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A PARABLE. 

Said Christ our Lord, ** 1 will 20 and see 
How the men, my brethren, beueve in me." 
He passed not again through the sate of birth, 
But made himseff kn^wn to the children of earth. 

Then said the chief oriests, and rulers, and kings, 
** Behold, now, the (jriver of ail good things ; 
Go to, let us welcome with pomp and state 
Wm who alone is mighty and great." 

VTi^ carpets of gold the ground they spread 

Wherever the Son of Man should tread, 

And in nalace-chambers lofty and rare 

They lodged him, and served him with kingly fiure. 

Great oigans surged through arches dim 
Their jurolant fields in pnuse of him, 
And in church and palace, and judgment-hall, 
He saw his image high over all. 

But still, wherever his steps they led, 
The Lord in sorrow bent down his head. 
And from under the heavy foundation-stones, 
liie son of Maiy heard bitter groans. 

And in church and palace, and judmnent-hallf 
He marked great fissures that rent Uie wall. 
And opened wider and yet more wide 
As the living foundation heaved and sighed. 
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^ Ha\e ye founded your thrones and altars, then, 
On the bodies and souls of living men ? 
And think ye that building ^hall endure, 
Which shelters the noble and crushes the poor ? 

" With gates of silver and bars of gold. 

Ye have fenced my sheep from their Father's fold : 

I have heard the (topping of their tears 

In heaven, these eighteen hundred years." 

'< () Lord and Master, not ours the guilt, 
We build but as our fathers built ; 
Behold thine images, how they stand, 
Sovereign and sole, through all our land. 

^ Our task is hard, — ^with sword and flame 
To hold thy earth forever the same, 
And with sharp crooks of steel to keep 
Still, as thou leflest them, thy sheep/' 

Then Christ sought out an artisan, 
A low-browed, stunted, haggard man. 
And a motherless ^1, whose Angers thin 
Pushed from her faindy want and sin. 

These set he in the midst of them, 
And as they drew back their garment-hem. 
For fear of defilement, " Lo, here," said he^ 
** The images ye have made of me I" 
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ODE 

fTBITTKll FOR THK CEUEBRATIOR OF THB INTROBUGTIOH 
OF THB OOGBITUATB WATEB UITO THB CFTr OV 
BOSTON. 

My name ia Water : I have sped 

Through strange, dark ways, untried before, 
Bypure desire of friendship led, 

Cochituate's ambassador; 
He sends four royal gifts by me : 
Long life, health, peace, and purily. 

I'm Ceres' cup-bearer ; I pour, 

For flowers and fruits and aH thdr kin. 

Her crystal vint^e, from of yore 
Stored in old Earth's selectest bin. 

Flora's Falemian ripe, since Grod 

The wine-press of the deluge trod. 

Ill that far isle whence, iron-willed, 

The New World's sires their bark unmoored. 

The fairies' acorn-cup I filled 
Upon the toadstool's silver board, 

And, 'neath Heme's oak, for Shakspeare's sighti 

Strewed moss and grass with diamonds bright. 

No fsdries in the Mayflower came. 

And, lightsome as I sparkle here. 
For Mother Bay-State, ousy dame, 

Pve toiled and drudged this many a year, 
Throbbed in her engines' iron veins. 
Twirled myriad spindles for her gains. 
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I, too, can weave ; the warp I set 
Through which the son his shuttle throws, 

And, bright as Noah saw it, yet 
For 70U the arching rainbow glows, 

A nght in Paradise denied 

To imfallen Adam and his biide. 

When Winter held me in his grip. 
You seized and sent me o'er the wave. 

Ungrateful 1 in a prison-ship ; 
But I forgive, not long a slave. 

For, soon as summer south-winds blew, 

Homeward I fled, disguised as dew. 

For countless services I'm fit, 

Of use, of pleasure, and oi gain, 
But lightly fix>m all bonds I flit, 

Nor lose mj mirth, nor feel a stain ; 
From mill and wash-tub I escape, 
And take in heaven my proper shape. 

So, free myself, to-day, elate 

I come m>m far o'er hill and mead. 
And here, Ck>chituate's envoy, wait 

To be your blithesome Ganymede, 
And brim your cups with nectar true 
That never will make slaves of yon. 
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LINES 

SI70GK8TED BT THE ORAYBB OF TWO ENGLISH 80li« 
DIEBS OH CONCORD BATTLE-G&OUND. 

The same good blood that now refills 
The dotard Orient's shrunken veins, 
The same whose vigor westward thrills, 
Bursting Nevada's alver chains, 
Poured nere upon the April grass, 
Freckled with red the herbage new ; 
On reeled the battle's trampfing mass, 
Back to the ash the bluebird flew. 

Poured here in vain ; — ^that sturdy blood 
Was meant to make the earth more green. 
But in a higher, gentler mood 
Than broke this April noon serene ; 
Two graves are here ; to mark the place, 
At head and foot, an unhewn stone, 
O'er which the herald lichens trace 
The blazon of Oblivion. 

These men were brave enough, and true 
To the hired soldier's bull-dog creed ; 
What brought them here they never knew, 
They fought as suits the English breed ; 
They came three thousand miles, and died, 
To keep the Past upon its throne ; 
Unheard, beyond the ocean tide. 
Their English mother made her moan. 

The turf that covers them no thrill 
Sends up to fire the heart and brain ; 



LINES. 240 

No stronger purpose nerves the will, 
No hope renews its youth again : 
From farm to fann the Concord glides, 
And trails mj fancy with its flow ; 
Overhead the balanced henhawk slides, 
Twinned in the river's heaven below. 

But go, whose Bay State bosom stirs, 
Proud of thy birth and neighbor's right, 
Where sleep the heroic villagers 
Borne red and stiff from Concord fi^ht ; 
Thought Reuben, snatching down his gun, 
Or Seth, as ebbed the life away, 
What earthquake rifts would shoot and run 
World-wide from that short April fray ? 

What then ? With heart and hand they wrought, 
According to their village light ; 
*Twas for the Future that they fought, 
Their rustic faith in what was right 
Upon earth's tragic stage they burst 
ITnsummoned, in the humble sock ; 
Theirs the fiflJi act ; the curtain first 
Rose long ago on Charles's block. 

Their graves have voices ; if they threw 
Dice cnar^d with fates beyond their ken, 
Yet to their instincts they were true, 
And had the genius to be men. 
Fine privilege of Freedom's host, 
Of even foot-soldiers for the Right I — 
For centuries dead, ye are not lost, 
Your graves send courage forth, and might. 
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Ws, too, have autumns, when our leaves 
Drop loosely through the dampened air, 

When all our good seems bound m sheaves. 
And we stand reaped and bare. 

Our seasons have no fixed returns, 
Without our Trill they come and go , 

At noon our sudden summer bums, 
Ere sunset all is snow. 

But each day brings less summer cheer. 
Crimps more our ineffectual spring. 

And something earlier ever^ year 
Our singing birds take wing. 

As less the olden ^low abides. 
And less the chillier heart aspires. 

With driftrwood beached in past spring-tides 
We light our sullen fires. 

By the pinched rushlight's starving beam 
We cower and strain our wasted sight, 

To stitch youth's shroud up, seam by seam, 
In the long arctic night. 

It was not so — ^we once were young — 

When Spring, to womanly Summer turning, 

Her dew-drops on each grass-blade strung, 
In the red sunrise burning. 
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We trusted then, aspired, believed 

That earth could oe remade to-morrow ;^ 

Ah, why be ever undeceived ? 
Why give up iaith for sorrow ? 

O thou, whose days are yet all spring, 
Faith, blighted once, is past retrieving ; 

Experience is a dumb, dead thing: 
The victory's in beUeving. 



t48 r&KSDOM. 



FREEDOM. 

Are we, then, whoU^ fallen ? Can it be 

That thou, North wind, that from thy moontaini 

bringest 
Their spirit to our plains, and thou, blue aea. 
Who on our rocka thy wreaths of freedom flingesti 
As on an altar, — can it be that ye 
Have wasted inspiration on dead ears. 
Dulled with the too familiar clank of chains ? 
The people's heart is like a harp for years 
Hung where some petrifying torrent rains 
Its slow-incrustinff spray : the stiffened chords 
Faint and more raint make answer to the tears 
That drip upon them : idle are all words ; 
Only a sdver plectrum wakes the tone 
Deep buried 'neath that ever-thickening stone. 

We are not free : Freedom doth not consist 
In musing with our faces toward the Fast, 
While petty cares, and crawling interests, twist 
Their spider^threads about us, which at last 
Grow strong as iron chains, to cramp and bind 
In formal narrowness heart, soul, and mind. 
Freedom is recreated year by year. 
In hearts wide open on the Godward side, 
In souls calm-caaenced as the whirling sphere, 
In minds that sway the future like a tide. 
No broadest creeds can hold her, and no codes ; 
She chooses men for her august abodes. 
Building them fair and fronting to the dawn ; 
Yet, when we seek her, we but find a few 



light footpriuts, leading morn-ward tkrough the 

dew; 
Before the day had risen, she was gone. 

And we must follow : swifHy runs she on, 

And, if our steps should slacken in despair, 

Half turns her face, half smiles through golden 

hair, 
Forever yielding, never wholly won : 
That is not love which pauses in the race 
Two close-linked names on fleeting sand to trace ; 
Freedom gained yesterday is no more ours ; 
Men gather but dry seeds of last 3rear's flowers; 
Still Uiere's a charm ungranted, still a grace. 
Still rosy Hope, the free, the unattained. 
Makes us Possession's languid hand let fall ; 
'Tis but a fragment of ourselves is gained, — 
The Future brings us more, but never all. 

And, as the finder of some unknown realm. 
Mounting a summit whence he thinks to see 
On either side of him the imprisoning sea, 
Beholds, above the clouds that overwhelm 
The valley-land, peak after snowy peak 
Stretch out of sight, each like a silver helm 
Beneath its plume of smoke, sublime and bleak, 
And what he thought an island finds to be 
A continent to him first oped, — ^so we 
Can from our height of Freedom look along 
A boundless future, ours if we be strong ; 
Or if we shrink, better remount our ships 
And, fleeing Grod's express design, trace back 
The hero-freighted Mayflower's prophet-track 
To Europe, entering her blood-red eclipse. 
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Bowma thyself in dust before a Book, 

And tMnking the great God is thine alone, 

O rash iconoclast, thou wilt not brook 

What cods the heathen carves in wood and stone, 

8 if me Shepherd who from outer cold 
Leads all his shiverine lambs to one sure fold 
Were careful for the fashion of his crook. 

There is no broken reed so poor and base, 
No rush, the bending tilt of swamp-fly blue. 
But he therewith the rayening wou can chase. 
And guide his flock to springs and pastures new ; 
Through ways unlooked for, and through many 

lands, 
Far from the rich folds built with human hands, 
The gracious footprints of his love I trace. 

And what art thou, own brother of the clod. 
That from his hand the crook wouldst snatch away 
And shake instead thy dry and sapless rod, 
To scare the sheep out of the wholesome day ? 
Yea, what art thou, blind, unconverted Jew, 
That with thy idol-volume's covers two 
Wouldst make a jail to coop the living Grod ? 

Thou hear^st not well the mountain ox^an-tones 
By prophet eairs from Hor and Sinsu caught. 
Thinking the cisterns of those Hebrew brains 
Drew dry the spnngs of the All-knower^s thoughti 
Nor shall thy lips be touched witii living fire, 
Who bloVst old altar-coals with sole desire 
To weld anew the spirit's broken chains. 
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God is not dumb, that he should speak no more ; 
If thou hast wanderings in the wilderness 
And find'st not Sinai, 'tis thy soul ispoor ; 
There towers the mountain of the Voice no less, 
Which whoso seeks shall find, but he who bends, 
Intent on manna still and mortal ends. 
Sees it not, neither hears its thundered lore. 

Slowly the Bible of the race is writ, 

And not on paper leaves nor leaves of stone ; 

Each age, each kindred adds a verse to it, 

Texts of despair or hope, of joy or moan. 

While swings the sea, while mists the mountaino 

shroud. 
While thunder's surses burst on cliffs of cloud, 
Still at tibe prophets feet ihe nations sit 
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BEAVEE BROOK. 

Hushed with broad sunlight lies the hill^ 
And, minutinff the long day's loss, 
The cedar's shadow, slow and still, 
Creeps o'er its dial of gray moss. 

Warm noon brims fhll the valley's cap, 
The aspen's leaves are scarce astir, 
Only the little mill sends up 
Its basy, never-ceasing burr. 

Climbins the loose-piled wall that hems 
The roaid along the mill-pond's brink, 
From 'neath the arching Darberry-stems, 
My footstep scares the shy chewmk. 

Beneath a bony buttonwood 
The mill's red door lets forth the din ; 
The whitened miller, dust-imbued, 
Flits past the square of dark within. 

No mountain torrent's strongth is hero ; 
Sweet Beaver, child of forost still, 
Heaps its small pitcher to the ear, 
And gently waits the miller's will. 

Swift slips Undine along the race 
Unheard, and then, with flashing boxmd, 
Floods the dull wheel with light and-graco. 
And, laughing, hunts the loath drudge round. 
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The miller dreams not at what cost 
The qaiyeiing mill-stones hum and whirl, 
Nor how for every turn, are tost 
ArmMs of diamond and of pearl. 

But Summer cleared my hajipier eyes 
With drops of some celestial juice, 
To see how Beauty underlies 
For evermore each form of Use. 

And more : methought I saw that flood, 
Which now so dull and darkling steals, 
Thick, here and there, with human blood. 
To turn the world's laborious wheels. 

No more than doth the miller there, 
Shut in our several cells, do we 
Know with what waste of beauty rare 
Moves every day's machinery. 

Surely the wiser time shall come 
When this fine overplus of might. 
No longer sullen, slow, and dumb, 
Shall leap to music and to light 

In that new childhood of the Earth 

Life of itself shall dance and play. 

Fresh blood in Time's shrunk veins make mirih, 

And labor meet delight half-way. 
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KOSSUTH. 

A RACE of nobles may die out, 
A royal line may leave no heir ; 
Wise Nature sets no guards about 
Her pewter plate and wooden ware. 

But they fail not, the kinglier breed, 
Who starry diadems attain ; 
To dungeon, axe, and stake succeed 
Heirs of the old heroic strain. 

The zeal of Nature never cools. 
Nor is she thwarted of her ends ; 
When gapped and dulled her cheaper tools, 
Then e£e a saint and prophet spends. 

Land of the Magyars 1 though it be 
The tyrant may relink his chain, 
Already thine the victory, 
As the just Future measures gain. 

Thou hast succeeded, thou hast won 
The deathly travail's amplest worth ; 
A nation's duty thou hast done. 
Giving a hero to our earth. 
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And he, let come what will of woe, 
Has saved the land he strove to save ; 
No Cossack hordes, no traitor's blow. 
Can quench the voice shall haant his grave. 

" I Kossuth am : O Future, thou 
That clearest the just and blott'st the vile, 
O'er this small dust in reverence bow. 
Remembering, what I was erewhile. 

" I was the chosen trump wherethrough 
Our God sent forth awaKenins breath ; 
Came chains ? Came death ? The strain He blew 
Sounds on, outliving chains and death*" 
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TO LAMASTINE. 
1848. 

I DID not praise thee when the crowd, 

'Witched with the moment's inspiration, 

Vexed ^y still ether with hosannas loud, 
And stamped their dusty adoration ; 
1 but looked upward with the rest, 

And, when they shouted Greatest, whispered 

They raised thee not, but rose to thee, 

Their fickle wreaths about thee f^nging ; 

So on some marble Phcebus the high sea 

Might leave his worthless sea-weed clinging, 
But pious hands, with reverent care, 

Make the pure limbs once more sublimely bare. 

Now thou'rt thy plsdn, grand self a^ain, 
Thou art secure icom. panegyric, — 

Thou who gav'st politics an epic strain. 
And actedst Freedom's noblest lyric ; 
This side the Blessed Isles, no tree 

Grows green enough to make a wreath for thee. 

Nor can blame cling to thee ; the snow 

From swinish foot-prints takes no staining. 

But, leaving the gross soils of earth below, 
Its spirit mounts, the skies regaining. 
And unresenting falls again. 

To beautify the world with dews and rain. 

The hig hest duty to mere man vouchsafed 
Was laid on thee, — out of wild chaos, 



TO LAMABTIME. 2(^7 

When the roused popular ocean foamed and 
chafed, 
And vulture War fixnn his Lnaus 
Snuffed blood, to summon homely Peace, 
And show that only order is release. 

To carre thy fullest thought, what though 
Time was not granted ? Aye in history. 

Like that Dawn's moe which hsMed Angelo, 
Left shapeless, grander for its mystery, 
Thy great jDesign shall stand, and day 

Flood its blind front from Orients £ur away. 

Who says thy day is o'er ? Control, 
My heart, that bitter first emotion ; 

While men shall reverence the steadfast soul. 
The heart in silent self-devotion 
Breaking, the mild, heroic mien, 

Thoult need no prop of marble, Lamartine. 

If France reject thee, 'tis not thine. 
But her own, exUe that she utters ; 

Ideal France, the deathless, the divine. 

Will be where thy white pennon flutters. 
As once the nobler Athens went 

With Aristides into banishment 

No fitting metewand hath To-day 

For measuring spirits of thy stature, — 

Only the Future can reach up to lay 
The laurel on that loft^ nature, — 
Bard, who with some diviner art 

Has touched the bard's true lyre, a nation's heart 

Swept by thy hand, the gladdened chords, 

Crashed now in discords fierce by others, 
Gave forth one note beyond all skill of words, 
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And chimed together, We are broUiers. 
O poem muaipassed 1 it ran 
All round the world, unlocking man to man. 

France is too poor to pay alone 

The service of that ample spirit ; 

Paltnr seem low dictatorship ana throne, 
if balanced with thy smiple merit 
Thej had to thee been rust and loss; 

Tkj ami was higher^ — thou hast climbed a Gron. 
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TO JOHN G. PALFREY. 

There are who triumph in a losing cause, 
Who canjput on defeat, as 'twere a wreath 
Unwilhenng in the adverse popular breath, 

Safe from the blasting dem&?ogue's applause ; 

Tis they who stand for Fr^om and God's 
laws. 

And so stands Palfrey now, as MarveU stood, 
Loyal to Truth dethroned, nor could be wooed 

To trust the playful tiger's ydvet paws : 
And if the second Charles brought in decay 

Of ancient yirtue, if it well might wrinff 
Souls that had broadened 'neath a nobler day, 

To see a losel, marketable king 
Fearfully watering with his reahn's best blood 

Cromwell's quenched bolts, that erst had cracked 
and flamed. 
Scaring, through all their depths of courtier mud, 

Europe's crowned blooosuckers, — ^how more 
ashamed 
Oi^ht we to be, who see Corruption's flood 

iSill rise o'er last year's mark, to mine away 

Our brazen idols' feet of treacherous clay 1 

O utter degradation ! Freedom turned 
Slavery's vile bawd, to cozen and betray 
To the old lecher's clutch a maiden prey. 

If so a loathsome pander's fee be earned I 
And we are silent, — ^we who daily tread 

A soil lablime, at least, with heroes' graves 1— 
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Beckon no more, shades of the noble dead ! 
Be dumb, je heaven-touched lips of winds and 
waves t 

Or hope to rouse some Coptic dullard^ hid 
Ages ago, wrapt stiffly, fold on fold, 
With cerements close, to wither in the cold 

Forever hushed, and sunless pyramid ! 

Beauty and Truth, and all that these contain. 
Drop not like ripened firuit about our feet; 

We dimb to them through years of sweat and 
pain; 

Without lonf stm^le, none did e'er attain 
The downward look m>m Quietus blissful seat : 

Though present loss may be the hero's part, 

Yet none can rob hun dT the victor heart 
Whereby the broadnrealmed future is subdued. 

And W rong, which now insults from triumph's car, 

Sending her vulture hope to raven &r, 
Is made unwilling tributary of Good. 

O Mother State, how quenched thy Sinai fires I 
Is there none left of thy staunch Mayflow^ 
breed? 
No spark among the ashes of thy mres, 

Gtf Virtue's altar-flame the kindling seed ? 
Are these thy great men, these that cringe and 
creep. 
And wnthe through slimy ways to place and 
power ? — 
How long, O Xiord, before thy wrath shall reap 
Our frail-stenuned summer prosperings in theb 
flower ? 
O for one hour of that undaunted stock 
That went with Vane and Sydney to the h\wk 1 

O for a whiff of Naseby, that would sweep. 
With its stem Puritan be8om« aU this chaff 
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From the Lord's threshing-floor ! Yet more 
than half 
The victory is attsuned, when one or two, 
Through the fool's laughter and the traitor^s 

scorn, 
Beside thy sepfulchre can abide the mom, 
Crucified l^rnth, when thou shalt rise anew 
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TO W. L. GARRISON. 

^ BoBM tfuM alterward, it wu npoited to me by tine eHrf 
oOefln. that tfaej had ftrreted out thii paper and its editor; that 
Ilia oflloe waa an obaonre hole, hia only Visible anxiliaxy a negro 
bcj, and hia sapportara a few Tezy insignificant persons of all 
eokna.* — L«lMr t^ H» Q. (Hit, 

hf a small cliamber, friendless and unseen, 
Toiled o'er his t;^>es one poor, unlearned young 
man; 

The place was dark, unfumitured, and mean ; — 
Yet Uiere the freedom of a race began. 

Help came but slowly ; surely no man yet 
Put lever to the heavy world with less : 

What need of hdp ? Ue knew how types wen 
set, 
He had a dauntless spirit, and a press. 

Such earnest natures are the fier^r pith, 
The compact nucleus round wlucn systems giowl 

Mass after mass becomes inspired therewith. 
And whirls impregnate with the central glow. 

O Truth I O Freedom I how are ye still bom 
In the rude stable, in the manger nursed ! 

What humble hands unbar those gates of mom 
Through which the splendors of the New Day 
burst 1 

What ! shall one monk, scarce known beyond his 
cell, 
Front Rome's £u^reaching bolts, and scorn her 
frown? 
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Brave Latber answered Ybs ; that thunder's swell 
Rocked Europe, and discharmed the triple 
crown. 

Whatever can be known of earth we know, 
Sneered Europe's wise men, in their snaol-shells 
curled; 

No I said one man in Genoa, and that No 
Out of the dark created this New World. 

Who is it will not dare himself to trust? 

Who is it hath not strength to stand alone ? 
Who is it tiiwarts and bilks the inward must ? 

He and his works, like sand, from earth are 
blown. 

Men of a thousand shifts and wiles, look here ! 
. See one straightforward conscience put in pawn 
To win a world ; see the obedient sphere 
By bravery's simple gravitation drawn I 

Shall we not heed the lesson taught of old. 
And by the Presents lips repeated still. 

In our own single manhood to De bold, 
Fortressed in conscience and impregnable will ? 

We stride the river daily at its spring. 
Nor, in our childish thoughtlessness, foresee 

What myriad vassal streams shall tribute bring, 
How Uke an equal it shall greet the seas 

O small beginnings, ye are great and strong, ^ 
Based on a fai&Bil heart and weariless brain I 

Ye build the future fair, ye conquer wrong, ^ 
Ye earn the crown, and wear it not in vain* 
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ON THE DEATH OF C. T. TORREY. 

Wok worth ihe boor when it is crime 

To plead the poor dumb bondman's causey 
When all thai makes the heart sublimey 
Hie g^orioas throbs that oonqner time, 
Are tndton to our crael laws I 

He strore among God's sofTering poor 
One g^eam oT brotherhood to send ; 
The dnnseon oped its hungry door 
TosiYe uie tmth one marfyr more, 
GSien shut, — and here behdd the end ! 

O Mother State I when this was done. 
No pitying throe thy bosom gave ; 

Silent thoa saw'st the death-shroud spun, 

And now thou givest to thy son 
The strangei^ charity — a grave. 



Must it be thus forever ? No I 

The hand of God sows not in vain ; 
Long sleeps the darkling seed below. 
The seasons come, and change, and go, 
And all the fields are deep with grain. 

Although our brother lie asleep, 

Man's heart still struggles, still aspires ; 
His grave shall quiver yet, while deep 
Through the brave Bay State's pulses leap 
Her ancient energies and fires. 



*^. 



ON THE DEATH OF C. T. TORBBT. 2#5 

When hours like this the senses' gosh 

Have stilled, and left the spirit room, 
It hears amid the eternal husn 
The swooping pinions' dreadful rush, 

That bring die vengeance and the doom ;— 

Not man's brute vengeance, such as rends 

What rivets man to man apart, — 
Grod doth not so brins round his ends, 
But^ waits the ripened time, and sends 
mercy to the oppressor's heart 
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£LE6Y ON THE DEATH OF DB. 

CHANNING. 

I DO not come to weep above thy pail, 
And mourn the dying-oat of noble powen ; 

The poeffl clearer eye ahonld see, in all 
Earth's seeming woe, the seed of Heayeii'i 
flowers. 

Tmlii needs no champions : in liie infinite deep 
Of everlasting Som her strength abides, 

From Nature's heart her mighty pulses leap, 
Throuffh Nature's vdns ner strength, undying, 
tides. 

Peace is more strong than war, and gentleness, 
Where fiiroe were vain, makes conquest o'er the 
wave; 

And love lives on and hath a power to bless. 
When they who loved are hidden in the grave. 

The sculptured marble brags of death-strewn fields^ 
And Glory's epitaph is writ in blood ; 

But Alexander now to Plato yields, 

Clarkson wUl stand where Wellington hath etood. 

I watch the circle of the eternal years. 
And read forever in the storied page 

One lengthened roll of blood, and wrong, and 
tears, — 
One onward step of Truth from age to age. 
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The poor are crushed ; the tyrants link their chain ; 

The poet aings through narrow dungeon-grates ; 
Man's hope lies quenched ; — and, lo I with stead- 
fast gain 

Freedom doth forge her mail of adverse fates. 

Men slay the prophets ; fagot, rack, and cross 
Make up the groaning record of the past ; 

But Evil's triimiphs are her endless loss. 
And sovereign Beauty wins the soul at last 

Nopower can die that ever wrought for Truth ; 

Ijiereby a law of Nature it became. 
And lives unwithered in its sinewy youth, 

When he who called it forth is but a name. 

Therefore I cannot think thee wholly gone ; 

The better part of thee is with us stul ; 
Thy soul its hampering clay aside hath thrown, 

And only freer wrestles with the HL 

Thou livest in the life of all good things ; 

What words thou spak'st for Freedom shall nd 
die; 
Thou deepest not, for now thy Love hath wings 

To soar where hence thy Hope could hardly fly. 

And often, from that other world, on this 
Some fleams from great souls gone before may 
shme. 

To shed on struggling hearts a clearer bliss, 
And clothe the Bight with lustre more divine. 

Thou art not idle : in thy higher sphere 
Thy spirit bends itself to loving tasks, 

And strength, to perfect what it dreamed of here 
Is all the crown and glory that it asks. 
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For sore, in Heaven's inde cbambers, there is room 
For love and pity, and for helpful deeds ; 

Elae were oar summons thither but a doom 
To life more vain than this in clayey weeds. 

From off the starry mountain-peak of song, 
Thy spirit shows me, in the coming time, 

An earth un withered by the foot of wrong, 
A race revering its own soul sublime. 

What wars, what marfyrdoms, what crimes, may 
come, 

Thou knowest not, nor I ; but Grod will lead 
The prodigal soul from want and sorrow home. 

And £(fon ope her gates to Adam's seed. 

Farewell 1 good man, good angel now 1 this hand 
Soon, like thine own, shall lose its canning, too ; 

Soon shall this soul, like thine, bewildered stsmd. 
Then leap to thread the free, imfathomed blue : 

When that dav comes, O, may this hand ^w cold. 
Busy, like thine, for Freedom and the Kiglit ; 

O, may this soul, like thine, be ever bold 
To face dark Slavery's encroaching blight I 

This laurel-leaf I cast upon thy bier ; 
Let worthier hands t&an these thy wreath 
twine; 
Upon thy hearse I shed no useless tear,^ 
For us weep rather thou in cahn divine 1 
1842. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF HOOD. 

Another star 'neath Time's horizon dropped, 
To gleam o'er unknown lands and seas ; 

Another heart that beat for freedom stopped,^ 
What mournful words are these I 

O Love Divine, that claspest our tired earth, 

And lullest it upon thy heart, 
Thou knowest how much a gentle soul is worth 

To teach men what thou art I 

His was a spirit that to all thy poor 

Was kind as slumber after pain : 
Why ope so soon thy heaven-deep Quief s door 

And call him home again ? 

Freedom needs all her poets : it is they 

Who give her aspirations wings, 
And to uie wiser law of music sway 

Her wild imaginings. 

Yet thou hast called him, nor art thou unkind, 

O Love Divine, for 'tis thy will 
That gracious natures leave their love behind 

To work for Freedom still. 

Let laurelled marbles weish on other tombs, 

Let anthems peal for omer dead. 
Rustling the bannered depth of minster-glooms 

With their exulting spread. 
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His epitaph sball mock the short-liTed stone. 

No lichen shall its lines efface, 
He needs these few and simple lines alone 

To mark his resting-place : — 

*^ Here lies a Poet Stranger, if to thee 
EGs daim to memory be obscnrey 

If tfaoQ wooldst learn how trulj great was he^ 
Goi ask it of the poor." 
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SONNETS. 



TO A. C. L. 

Thbouoh suffering and sorrow thou hast passed 
To show us what a woman true may be : 
Thej have not taken sympathy from thee, 
Nor made thee any other than thou wast. 
Save as some tree, which, in a sudden blast, 
Sheddeth those blossoms, that are weakly grown, 
Upon the air, but keepeth every one 
whose strengtih ayes warrant of good fruit at last: 
So thou hast shea some blooms of gaiety. 
But never one of steadfast cheerfrmiess ; 
Nor hath thy knowled^ of adversity 
Bobbed thee of any fiuth in happiness. 
But rather cleared thine inner eyes to see 
How many simple ways there are to bless. 
184A. 
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n. 

What were I, Love, if I were stripped of thee, 
If thine ejes diut me out whereby Iliyey 
Thou, who unto my calmer soul dost give 
Knowledge, and Iruth, and holy Mj^ry, 
Wherein jSroth mainly lies for those who see 
Beyond the earthly and the fngitiyet 
Who in the grandeur of the soul beUeye, 
And only in the Infinite are free ? 
Without thee I were naked, bleak, and bare 
As yon dead cedar on the sea-cliff's brow ; 
And Nature's teachings, which come to me now. 
Common and beaatifiu as light and air, 
Would be as fruitless as a stream which still 
Slips through the wheel cf some old ruined miU. 

1841. 
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m. 

I wouiiD not have this perfect love of onn 

Grow from a ednsle root, a single stem, 

Bearing no goodlj fruit, but only flowers 

That i&y hide life's iron diadem : 

It should grow alway like that eastern tree 

Whose limbs take root and spread forth constantly ; 

That love for one, from which there doth not spring 

Wide love for all, is but a worthless thing. 

Not in another world, as poets prate, 

Dwell we apart above the tide of things, 

High floating o'er earth's clouds on faery wings ; 

But our pure love doth ever elevate 

Into a holy bond of brotherhood 

All earthly things, making them pure and good. 

1840. 
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IV. 

** For thifl tnie noblenefls I seek in yain, 
In woman and in man I find it not ; 
I almost weary of my eardilj lot, 
My life-spring are dried up with bnmin^ pain.* 
Thou find'st it not ? I pray thee look again. 
Look inward through tne depths of thine own seal 
How is it with thee ? Art thou sound and whole ? 
Doth narrow search show thee no eartMy stain ? 
Br noble ! and the nobleness that lies 
In other men, sleeping, but never dead, 
Will rise in majes^ to meet thine own ; 
Then wilt thou see it gleam in many eyes, 
Then will pure light around thj path oe ^ed. 
And thou wilt neyer more be sad and lone. 
1840. 
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V. 

TO THB SPIBIT OF KBATS. 

Grsat 80u1, thou nttest with me in my room, 
Uplifting me with thy yast, quiet eyes, 
Cm whose fail orbs, with kindly lustre, lies 
The twilight warmdi of ruddy ember-gloom: 
Thy clear, strong tones will oft bring sudden bloom 
Of hope secure, to him who lonely cries, 
Wrestling with the young poet's agonies, 
Neglect and scorn, which seem a certain doom : 
Yes ! the few words which, like great thunderdrops, 
Thy large heart down to earth shook doubtftdly. 
Thrilled by the inward lightning of its might, 
Serene and pure, like guSiing joy of light, 
Shall track the eternal chords of Destiny, 
After the moon-led pulse of ocean stops. 
1841. 
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BEAT Tradifl arg,BOili oM oC fhgrflOol of man. 
Groat Bonlfl are poraonsot JK^t^rni^ ; 
Each drop of blood that e'exj through true heart 

ran 
With lofty message, ran for diee and me ; 
For God's law, since the starry song beeani 
Hath been, and still for eTermore must be, 
That every deed which shall outlast Time's span 
Must ^oad the soul to be erect and free ; 
Slave IS no woVti of deathless lineage sprung, — 
Too many noble souls have thousht and died, 
Too many mighty poets lived and sung. 
And our good Saxon,' from lips puiifiS 
With martyi^firo, throughout the world hath rung 
Too long to haTQ God'9 noly cause denied. 
184t. 
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vn. 

I ASK not for those thoughts, that sadden leap 
From being's sea, like the isle-seeming Eraken, 
With whose great rise the ocean all is shaken 
And a heart-tremble qnivers through the deep ; 
Give me that growth which some perchance deem 

sleep. 
Wherewith the steadfast coral-stems nprise. 
Which, bj the toil of gathering energies, 
Their upward way into clear sunshine keep. 
Until, by Heaven's sweetest influences, 
Slowly and slowly spreads a speck of green 
Into a pleasant island in the seas. 
Where, 'mid tall pahns, the cane-roofed home is 

Been, 
And wearied men shall sit at sonsefs hour, 
Hearing the leaves and loving God's dear power. 
1841. 
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vnL 

TO K. W., ON SKB BIBTHDAT. 

MAZDBfy iffasii sadi ft flool as tihine ib bom, 
Hie noniuig rtan llieir andent miuBC make^ 
And, jarfBlt onoe affain thdr song awake, 
Long went now imti mehmclioly scorn ; 
And ihoOf not mindlww ef so blest a mom, 
By no least deed its harmony shalt break. 
But shalt to that high chime thy footsteps take, 
Throoffh life's most daricsome jMisses nnrorlom ; 
Hiererore from thy pure fidth thou shalt not &]], 
Therefore shalt thou be eyer fiiir and free, 
And in thine eyezy motion musical 
As summer air, majestic as the sea, 
A myBteryto those who creep and crawl 
Throogh Time, and part it mm Eternity. 
1641. 
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EL 

My Love, I have no fear tiiat tiboa shonldrt die ; 
Albeit I aflk no fimrlife ihta tins, 
Whose numbering-dook is still thy gentle kiss, 
While TuoBie and reaee with hands cnlocked flyr* 
Yet care I not where in Etemitf 
We Uve and love, well knowing that there is 
No backward step for those wIm feel the bEss 
Of Faith as their most loftf yearnings high : 
Loye hath so purified my bemg^s core, 
Meseems I scarcely shocud be startled, eren, 
To find, some mom, that then hadst gone before; 
Since, with thy love, this knowledge too was girstt, 
Which each calm day dodi stre^then more and 

more. 
That tiiey who lore are but one step from Hearven. 
1841. 
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I OAHHOT dunk diat iSbaa dionldBt pass aingr* 
Whose life to mine is an eternal law, 
A piece of nature that can haye no flaw, 
A new and certain sonrise erery day; 
But, if thoa art to be another ray 
About the Son of life, and art to live 
Free from all of thee that was fbrntiYe, 
Hie debt of Love I will more fully pay, 
Not downcast with the thought of thee so highf 
But rather raised to be a nobler man, 
And more divine in my humanity. 
As knowing that the waiting eyes which scan 
My life are lighted by a purer being. 
And ask meek, cahn-browed deeds, with it agreeing. 
IHL 
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XL 

l^BBB never yet was flower fair in vain. 
Let classic poets rhyme it as they will ; 
The seasons toil that it mar blow agiun,^ 
And summer^s heart doth feel its every ill; 
Nor is a true soul ever bom for naught ; 
Wherever any such hath lived and died, 
There hath been something for true freedom 

wrought, 
Some bulwark levelled on the evil side : 
Toil on, then. Greatness I thou art in the right, 
However narrow souls may call thee wrong ; 
Be as thou wouldst be in mine own clear sight, 
And so Ihou wilt in all the world's ere long ; 
For worldlings cannot, strode as they may. 
From man's great soul one great thought hide 
away* 
1841. 
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SUB PONDSttS OBEscrr. 

Ths hope of Tnitih grows stronger, da^ by day ; 
I hear tae soul of Man around me waking, 
lake a great sea, its fix>zen fetters breaking, 
And flinging up to heaven its sonlit spray, 
Tossing huge continents in scornful play, 
And crushing them, with din of grinding thundery 
That makes old emptinesses stare in wonder ; 
The memory of a glory passed away 
langere in every heart, as, in the shell, 
Besonnds the bygone freedom of the sea, 
And, every hour new signs of promise tell 
That the great soul shauonce again be free, 
For high, and yet more high, the murmurs swell 
Of inward stra» for truth and liberty. 

1841. 
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xnt. 

fiELOYED, m the notsy city here, 

The thought of thee can make all tanxKnl cease ; 

Around my spirit, folds thy spirit clear 

Its still, son arms, and circles it with peace ; 

There is no room for any doubt or fear 

In souls so oyerfilled with love's increase, 

There is no memory of the bysone year 

But growth in heart's and spinfs perfect ease: 

How hath our love, half nebulous at first, 

Bounded itself into a full-orbed sun 1 

How have our lives and wills (as haply erst 

They were, ere this fiymtfolness begun,) 

Through aU their eartlSy distantaess outbunti 

And irolted, like two rays of fight, in one I 

1842. 
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XIV. 

OH BKADiNa Wordsworth's sonkets ni 

DSFENOB OV CAPITAL FUNISHMSNT. 

As the broad ocean endlesalY upheayetfa, 
WitJi tlie majestic beadng of hu heart, 
The mightj tides, wheredT its rightM part 
Each sea-wide bay and litde weed receiYetfa,— • 
So, through his sool who earnestly believeth. 
Life from the universal Heart doth flow, 
Whereby some conquest of the eternal Woe, 
By instinct of God's nature, he achieveth : 
A fuller pulse of this all-powerful beauty 
Into the poef s gulf-like heart doth tide, 
And he more keenly feels the glorious duty 
Of serving Truth, aespised and crucified,^- 
HappT, unknowing sect or creed, to rest 
Ana reel God flow forever through his breast 
liis. 
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XV. 
THE 8AHB CONTINUED. 

Once hardly in a cprde blossometh 
A flower-like soul npe with the seeds of song, 
A spirit fore-<H^ained to cope with wrong, 
Whose divine thoughts are natural as breath, 
Who the old Darkness thickly scattereth 
With starry words, that shoot prevailing light 
Into the deeps, and wither, with the blight 
Of serene Iruth, the coward heart of Death: 
Woe, if such spirit thwart its errand high, 
And mock with lies the longing soul of man t 
Yet one age longer must true Culture lie, 
Soothing her bitter fetters as she can, 
Until new messages of love ontstart 
At the next beatmg of the infinite Heart 
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XVJ. 
THB ftAXK COilTDiUXPf^ 

Thb lore of all ikinp q>ring8 from love of one; 

Wider the aoul's horizon hourly grows. 

And over it with fuller glory flows 

The ^T-like spirit of G^ ; a hope begun 

In doubt and aarkness 'neath a &irer sun 

Cometh to fruitage, if it be of Truth ; 

And to the law m meekness, faith, and ruth. 

By inward sympathy, shall all be won : 

Tiiis thou shouldst know, who, from the painted 

feature 
Of shifting Fashion, couldst thy brethren torn. 
Unto the foye of ever-youthful Nature, 
And of a beauty fadeJeas and eteme; 
And always 'tis the saddest sight to see 
An old man faithless in Humanity. 



MQXaSIWSB. tftf 



xvn. 

TWm SAXB OOHTIHUBP. 

A POST <»miot striTe ^r €leii|K>ti8ni ; 
His harp fidli shattered ; fixr it still mosl be 
The instinct of great q>irits to be free, 
And the sworn foes of conning barbaiism : 
He, who has deepest searched the wide abysni 
Of that life-giving Soul which men call fate. 
Knows that. to put more faith in lies and hate 
Than truth ana love is the true atheism : 

Sward the soul forever turns her eyes ; 
B next hour alwajrs shames the hour before ; 
One beautr, at its highest, prophesies 
That by whose ade it ahall seem mean and poor 
No God'like thing knows au^ of less and um^ 
But widens to the bonndlfiss reEfectncas. 
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xvm. 

THB 8AMB CONTINUED* 

Thkuxvorb think not the Fast is wise alomey 
For Yesterday knows nothing of the Best, 
And thott shait love it only as the nest 
Whence glory-winged dungs to Heaven haye 

flown: 
To the great Soul alone are all things known ; 
Present and future are to her as past, 
While she in glorious madness doth forecast 
That perfect bud, which seems a flower full-blown 
To each new Prophet, and yet always opes 
Fuller and fuller with each day and hour, 
Heartening the soul with odor of fresh hopes, 
And longings hidli, and ffushinss of wide power, 
Tet never is or wall be folly blown 
Saye in t^ forethought of uie Eternal One. 
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XIX. 
THE SAMB OOKCLUDED. 

Fab 'jrond this narrow parapet of Time, 
With eyes uplift, the poef s soul should look 
Into the Endless F^mise, nor shonld brook 
One prying doubt to shake his fiuth sublime; 
To him the earth is ever iu her prime 
And dewiness of morning ; he can see 
Good lying hid, firom all eternity. 
Within the teeming womb of sin and crime; 
His soul should not be cramped by anjr bar, 
His nobleness should be so God-like high, 
That his least deed is perfect as a star, 
His common look majestic as the sky. 
And all o'erflooded with a light from far, 
Undimmed by clouds of wew mortality. 
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TO X. O. 8. 

Mabt, fliiice first I knew tliee, to this hour, 

My love haih deepened, with my wiser sense 

Of what in Woman is to reyerence ; 

Thy clear heart, fresh as e'er was forest-flower, 

Stin opens more to me its beauteous dower ; — 

But let praise hush, — ^Loye asks no eyidence 

To proye itself well-placed ; we know not whence 

It g leans the straws that thatch its humble bower: 

"We can but say we found it in the heart, 

Spring of all sweetest thoughts, arch foe of blam6| 

Sower of flowers in the duSy mart. 

Pure yestal of the poef s holy flame, — 

Hub is enough, and we haye done our part 

If we but keep it spotless as it came. 

1843. 
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XXL 

Our loTe is not a &ding, earthly flower : 
Its winged seed dropped down mnn Paradise, 
And, nursed by day and night, by sun and shower. 
Doth momenthr to fresher beauty rise : ^ 

To us the leafless autumn is not bare, ^s^ 

Nor winter's rattling boughs lack lusty green. 
Our summer hearts make summer's fulness, where 
No leaf, or bud, or blossom may be seen : 
For nature's life in love's deep life doth lie. 
Love, — whose forgetfulness is beauty's dealJi, 
Whose mystic key these cells of Thou and I « 

Into the infinite nreedom openeth. 

And makes the body's dark and narrow grate V 

'The wide-flung leaves of Heaven's palace-gate. 
1842. 
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IN ABSENCB. 

IbssB TOffged, wintry days I scarce could bear, 
Did I not Imow, that, in the early spring, 
When wild March winds upon their errands aingy 
Thou wouldst return, bursting on this still air, 
Like those same winds, when, startled from theb 

lair. 
They hunt up violets, and free swifl brooks, 
From icy cares, even as thy^ clear looks 
Bid my heart bloom, and smg, and break all care: 
When drops with welcome rain the April day. 
My flowers shall find their April in thme eyes. 
Save there the rain in dreamy clouds doth stay. 
As loath to fall out of those happy skies ; 
Yet sure, my love, thou art most like to May, 
13iat conM)8 with steady sun when April dies. 
1848. 
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xxm. 

» 

WENDELL PHILLIPS. 

He stood upon the world's broad threshold ; wide 

The din of battle and of slaughter rose ; 

He saw God stand upon the weaker side, 

That sank in seeming loss before its foes ; 

Many there were who made great haste and sold 

Unto the cunning enemy their swords, 

He scorned their girts of fame, and power, and 

gold, 
And, underneath their soft and flowery words, 
Heard the cold serpent hiss ; therefore he went 
And humbly joined him to the weaker part, 
Fanatic named, and fool, yet well content 
So he could be the nearer to God's heart. 
And feel its solemn pulses sending blood 
Through all the wide-spread yeins of endless good. 
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XXIV. 
THE 8TBEBT. 

Thkt pass me hy like shadows, crowds on crowds^ 
Dim ffhosts of men, tliat hover to and fro, 
Htiggmg their bodies round them, like thin shroudfl 
Wherein their souls were buried long ago : 
They trampled on their youth, and faith, and love, 
They cast their hope of human-kind away. 
With Heaven's clear messages they madly strove, 
And conquered, — and their spirits turned to clay: 
Lo I how mey wander round the world, their grave. 
Whose evei^ping maw by such is fed, 
Gibberinff at living men, and idly rave, 
•* We, only, truly five, but ye are dead." 
Alas 1 poor fools, the anointed eve may trace 
A ddia soul's epitaph in every face 1 
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XXV. 

I OBiEYE not that ripe Enowled^ takes away 
The chann that Nature to my clmdhood wore, 
For, with that inraght, cometh, day by day, 
A greater blias than wonder was before ; 
The real doth not clip the poef s wings, — 
To win the secret of a weed's plain heart 
Beyeals some clue to spiritual things, 
And stumbling guess becomes firm-footed art: 
Flowers are not flowers unto the poefs eyes. 
Their beauty thrills him by an inward sense ; 
He knows that outward seemings are but lies. 
Or, at the most, but earthly shs^ows, whence 
The soul that looks within for truth may gaen 
rhe presence df so!me wondrous heayenliness. 



Mi 



TO J. B. an>DiKas. 

GiDonroa, fSur loughor nameB tiuHi tibine havB 

grown 
Bmoodier than honer on the lips of men ; 
And thou ahalt aye be honorary known, 
As one who braTely used hb tongne and pen. 
As best befits a freeman,— even n>r those, 
To whcxn our Law's unblnshing front denies 
A T^ht to plead against the life4ong woes 
Which are the Negro's glimpse of Freedom's skies. 
Fear nothing, and hope all things, as the fiight 
Alone may ao securely ; every nour 
The thrones of il^orance and ancient Night 
Lose somewhat of their long-usurped power, 
And Freedom's lightest word can make them 

shiver 
With a base dread that clings to them forever. 



1^ 
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xxvn. 



I THOUGHT our loye at full, bat I did err ; 

Joy's wreatih drooped o'er mine eyes ; I could not 



That sorrow in oar happy world must be 
Love's deepest spokesman and interpreter; 
But, as a mother feels her child first stir 
Under her heart, so felt I instantly 
Deep in my soul another bond to thee 
Thrill with that life we saw depart from her ; 
O mother of our angel-child I twice dear I 
Death knits as well as parts, and still, I wis, 
Her tender radiance shall enfold us here, 
Even as the light, borne up by inward bliss, 
Threads the void glooms ca space without a festf 
To print on farthest stars her pitying kiss. 
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L'ENVOL 

Whbthsb my heart hath wiser grown or not» 
In these three years, since I to thee inscribed, 
filine own betrothed, the firstlings of my muae,— • 
Poor unnd&lls of nnripe experience, 
Yonng buds placked hastily oy childish hands 
Not patient to await more full-blown flowers,— 
At least it hath seen more of life and men. 
And pondered more, and grown a shade more sad 
Yet with no loss of hope or settled trust 
In the benignness of toat Providence, 
Which shapes from out our elements awry 
The grace and order that we wonder at, 
The mystic harmony of right and wrong, 
Botii working out His wisdom and our good: 
A trust, Beloyed, chiefly learned of thee, 
Who hast that gift of patient tenderness, 
The instinctiye wisdom of a woman's heart 

They tell us that our land was made for song,* 
With its huse riyers and sky-piercing peaks, 
Its searlike Takes and mighty cataracts, 
Its forests yast and hoar, and prairies wide. 
And mounds that tell of wondrous tribes eztiiict 
But Poesy springs not from rocks and woods ; 
Her womb and cradle are the human heart, 
And she can find a nobler theme for song 
In the most loa|hsome man that blasts the agbtf 
Than in the broad expanse of sea and shore 
Between the frozen deserts of the poles. 
All nations haye their message from on high, 



n 
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Each the mesmah of some central thought, 
For the fulfihnent and delight of Mim : 
One has to teach that labor is divine ; 
Another Freedom j and another Mind ; 
And all, that Grod is bpen-^jed and iust, 
The happy centre ana calm heart of alL 

Are, then, our woods, our mountains, and ooi 
streams, 
Needful to teach our poets how to sing ? 
O, maiden rare, &r other thoughts were ours, 
When we have sat by ocean's foaming mai^, 
And watched the waves leap roaring on the rocksi 
Than young Leander and his Hero had, 
Gazing from Sestos to the other shore. 
The moon looks down and ocean worships her, 
Stars rise and set, and seasons come and go 
Even as they did in Homer^s elder time. 
But we behold them not with Grecian eyes : 
Then they were types of beauty and of strength. 
But now of freedom, unconfined and pure. 
Subject alone to Order's higher law. 
What cares the Russian seii or Southern slaye 
Though we should speak as man spake never yet 
Of gleaming Hudson's broad magnificence, 
Or green Inaeara's never-ending roar ? 
Our country hath a gospel of her own 
To preach and practice before all the world,^ 
The freedom and divinity of man. 
The glorious claims of human brotherhood,-^ 
Whicn to pay noblv, as a freeman should, 
Gains the sole wealth that will not fly away,^ 
And the soul's fealty to none but God. 
These are realities, which make the shows 
Of outward Nature, be they ne'er so grand, 
Seem small, and worthless, and contemptible. 
These are the mountain-summits for our bards. 
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Which stretch far upward into heaven itself 
And give such wide-flpread and exulting view 
Of hope, and fiiithf and onward destiny. 
That snrank Parnassus to a molehill dmndles. 
Our new Atlantis, like a morning-star, 
Silvers the murk &ce of slow-yielding Night, 
The herald of a fuller truth than yet 
Hath gleamed upon the upraised face of Man 
Since the earth glittered in her stainless prime,— 
Of a more glorious sunrise than of old 
Drew wondrous melodies firom Memnon huge. 
Yea, draws them still, though now he site waisfi" 

deep 
In the engulnng flood d whirling sand, 
And looks across the wastes of endless gray, 
Sole wreck, where once his hundred-gated Thebef 
Pained with her mighty hum the cahn, blue heaven : 
Shall the dull stone pay grateful orisons, 
And we till noonday bar the splendor out. 
Lest it reproach and chide our sluggard hearts, 
Warm-nesUed in the down of Prejudice, 
And be content, though clad with angel-wings, 
Close-clipped, to hop about from perch to perchi 
In paltry cages of dead men's dead thoughts ? 
O, rather like the sky-lark, soar and sing. 
And let our gushing songs befit the dawn 
And sunrise, and the yet unshaken dew 
Brimming the chaUce of each full-blown hope. 
Whose bfithe front turns to greet the growing day 
Never had poets such high call before, 
Never can poets hope for higher one. 
And, if they be but faithful to their trust, 
Eartii will remember them with love and joy, 
And O, fax better, Grod will not for^^t. 
For he who settles Freedom's principles 
Writes the death-warrant of all tyranny ; 
Who speaks the truth stabs Falsehood to the hear^ 
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And his mere word makes despots tremble more 

Than ever Brutus with his dagger could. 

W£ut for no hints from waterf^ or woods, 

Nor dream that tales of red men, brute and fiero^i 

Repay the finding of this Western World, 

Or needed half the globe to give them birth : 

Spirit supreme of Freedom Inot for this 

Did great Columbus tame his eagle soul 

To jostle with the daws that perch in courts ; 

Not for this, friendless, on an unknown sea. 

Coping with mad waves and more mutinous spirits, 

Batdea he with the dreadful ache at heart 

Which tempts, with devilish subtleties of doubt^ 

The, hermit of that loneliest solitude. 

The silent desert of a great New Thought ; 

Though loud Niagara were to-day struck dumb, 

Yet would this cataract of boiling life, 

Rush plunging on and on to endless deeps 

And utter thunder till the world shall cease,-— 

A thunder worthy of the poef s song, 

And which alone can fill it with true life. 

The high evangel to our country granted 

Could make apostles, yea, with tongues of fire, 

Of hearts half-darkened back again to clay I 

'Tb the soul only that is nationso. 

And he who pays true loyalty to that 

Alone can claim the wreath of patriotism. 

Beloved I if I wander far and oft 
From that which I beHeve, and feel, and know, 
Thou wUt forgive, not with a sorrowing heart. 
But with a strengthened hope of better things ; 
Knowing that I, though often bHnd and false 
To those I love, and O, more false than all 
Unto myself, have been most true to thee. 
And that whoso in one thing hath been true 
Can be as true in all. Therefore thy hope 
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May yet not pro^e tmfroitfbl, and thy love 
Meet, day by day, with less nnwoiihy thanks. 
Whether, as now, we jonmey hand in hand. 
Or, parted in tihie body, yet are one 
Li spirit tad the lore of holy tlungk 
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THE VISION OP Sm LAUNFAL. 



FBELUDB TO PAST FIRST. 

Oyer his kejs the murang oi^anist, 

Beginning donbtfull^ and far awa7, 
First lets his fingers wander as they list, 

And builds a bridge from Dreamland for his lay : 
Then, as the tonch of his loved instrument 

Gives hope and fervor, nearer draws his theme, 
First guessed by faint auroral flushes sent 

Along the wavering vista of his dream. 



Not only around our infancy 
Doth heaven with all its splendors lie , 
Daily, with souls that cringe and plot, 
We Sinais climb and know it not. 

Over our manhood bend the skies ; 

Against our &llen and traitor lives 
Thegreat winds utter prophedes ; 

With our faint hearts the mountun striveti 
Its arms outstretched, the druid wood 

Widts with its benedicite ; 
And to our age's drowsy blood 

StiU shouts the inspiring sea. 



804 THX VISION OF SIR LAUKFAI* 

Earth sets its price for what Earth gives ns ; 

The Deggar is taxed for a comer to die in, 
The priest hath his fee who comes and shriyes 
ns, 

We bargain for the graves we lie in ; 
At the de^'s booth are all things sold, 
Each ounce of dross costs its ounce of gold; 

For a cap and beUs our lives we pay, 
Bubbles we buy with a whole soul's tasking: 

Tis heaven alone that is given away, 
lis only God may be had for the askmg, 
No price is set on the lavish summer ; 
June may be had by the poorest comer. 

And what is so rare as a day in June ? 

Then, if ever, come perfect days ; 
Then Heaven tiies the earth if it be in tune^ 

And over it softly her warm ear lays : 
Whether we look, or whether we listen. 
We hear life murmur, or see it glisten ; 
Every clod feels a stir of might. 

An instinct within it that reaches and towerSy 
And, groping blindly above it for light. 

Climbs to a soul in grass and flowers ; 
The flush of life may well be seen 

Thrilling back over hills and valleys ; 
The cowshp startles in meadows green. 

The buttercup catches the sun in its chalice^ 
And there's never a leaf nor a blade too mean 

To be some happy creature's palace ; 
The little bird sits at his door in the son, 

Atilt like a blossom among the leaves, 
And lets his illumined being o'errun 

With the deluge of summer it receives ; 
His mate feels the eggs beneath her wings, 
And the heart in ner dumb breast flutten md 
sings; 
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He singB to the wide world, and she to her 

nest,— 
In the nice ear of Nature which song is the 

best? 

Now is the high-tide (^ the year, 

And whatever of life hath ebbed away 
Comes flooding back with a ripply cheer, 

Into every bare inlet and creei: and bay; 
Now the heart is so fiill that a drop overfills it, 
We are happy now because Grod wills it; 
No matter how barren the past may have been, 
'Tis enough for us now that the leaves are green; 
We sit in the warm shade and feel right wSl 
' How the sap creeps up and the blossoms swell ; 
We may shut our eyes bat we cannot help 

Imowing 
That skies are clear and grass is growing ; 
The breeze comes whispering in our ear, 
That dandelions are blossoming near, 

That maize has sprouted, that streams ai6 
flowing. 
That the river is bluer than the sky. 
That the robin is plastering his house hard by ; 
And if the breeze kept the good news back. 
For other couriers we should not lack ; 

We could guess it all by yon heifer's lowing,-* 
And hark I how clear bold chanticleer, 
Warmed with the new wine of the year. 

Tells all in his lusty crowing 1 

Joy comes, grief goes, we know not how ; 
Every thins is happy now, 
. Every thmg is upward strivine; i 

^ 1^ as easy now for the heart to oe true \ 

As for grass to be green or skies to be bloe, — 
'Tis me natural way of living : ^ 

vol.. L . 90 
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Who knows whither the clouds have fled ? 

In the onscarred heaven they leave no wake; 
And the e7es forget the tears they have shed. 

The heiit forgets its sorrow and ache ; 
The sonl partakes the season's youth, 

And the sulphurous rifts of passion and woe 
lie deep 'neam a silence pure and smooth, 

like DumtK>ut craters healed with snow. 
What wonder if Sir Launfal now 
Bemembered the keeping of his vow ? 



PART FIRST. 



^ Mt ffolden spurs now bring to me, 

Ana bring to me my richest mail. 
For to-morrow I go over land and sea 

In search of the Holy Grail ; 
Shall never a bed for me be spread, 
Nor duJl a piUow be under my head. 
Till I begin my vow to keep ; 
Here on the rushes will I sleep, 
And perchance there may come a vision true 
Ere oay create the world anew." 

Slowly Sir Launfal's eyes grew dim, 

Slumber feU like a cloud on him, 
And into his soul the vision flew. 

n. 

The crows flapped over by twos and threes, 
In th^ pool drowsed the cattle up to their lmeeS| 
The little buds sang as if it were 
The one day of summer in all the year, 
And the veiy leaves seemed to sing on the trees 
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The castle alone in tbe landscape la7 

Like an outpost of winter, dull and gray ; 

Twas the proudest hall in the North CoantreOy 

And never its gates mi^ht opened be, 

Save to lord or lady ofhigh degree ; 

Summer besieged it on every ode, 

But the churlish stone her assaults defied ; 

She could not scale the chilly wall, 

Though round it for leagues her pavilions tall 

Stretched left and right, 

Over the hills and out of sight ; 

Green and broad was every tent, 

And out of each a murmur went 
Till the breeze fell off at night. 

III. 

The drawbridge dropped with a surly clang, 
And through me dark arch a charger sprang, 
Bearing Sir Launfal, the maiden kni^t. 
In his gilded mail, that flamed so bri^t 
It seemed the dark castle had gathered all 
Those shafts the fierce sun had shot over its wall 

In his siege of three hundred summers long. 
And, binding them all in one blazing sheaf. 

Had cast uiem forth : so, young and strong, 
And lightsome as a locust-leaf, 
Sir Launfal flashed forth in his unscarred maO* 
To seek in all climes for the Holy Grail. 

IV, 

It was morning on hill and stream and tree, 
And morning in the young knighf s heart ; 

Only the castle moodily 

Belraffed the gifts of the sunshine free, 
And gloomSl by itself apart; 

The season brimmed all other things up 

FaU as the rain fills the pitcheivpuuif s cnp. 
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V. 

As Sir Lannfal made mom throogh the darkscniM 
gate, 

He was 'ware of a leper, croached bj the same, 
Who begged with his hand and moaned as he sate ; 

And aloathing over Sir Launfal came ; 
The sunshine went out of his soul with a thrill, 

The flesh 'neath his amour 'gan shrink and 
crawl. 
And midway its leap his heart stood still 

Like a frozen waterfall ; 
For this man, so foul and bent of stature, 
Basped harshly against his dainty nature. 
Ana seemed t&e one blot on the summer moni|-^ 
So he tossed him a piece of gold in scorn. 

VI. 

The leper raised not the gpLd from tihe dust : 
'' Better to me the poor man's crust, 
Better the blesang of the poor. 
Though I turn me empty from his door ; 
That IS no true alms which the hand can hold ; 
Hegives nothing but worthless gold 

Who gives from a sense of duty ; 
But he who gives a slender mite, 
And gives to that which is out oi ffl^t. 

That thread of the all-sustaining Beauty 
Which runs through all and doth all unite, — 
The hand cannot clasp the whole of his alms, 
The heart outstretches its eager pabns. 
For a god goes with it and nmkes it store 
To the soul that was starving in darkness before.* 
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FBELUDE TO PABT SECOND. 

Down swept the cliill wind from the moantaia 
peak, 

From the snow five thousand sommen old ; 
On open wold and hill-top bleak 

It had gathered aU the cold, 
And whined it like sleet on the wanderer's cheek ; 
It carried a shiver everywhere * 
From the nnleafed bon^hs and pastures bare ; 
The little brook heu^l it and built a roof 
"Neath which, he could house him, winter-proof; 
All night by the white stars' frosty gleams 
He groined his arches and matched nis beams ; 
Slender and clear were his ciystal spars 
As the lashes of light that trim the stars ; 
He sculptured every summer delight 
In his halls and chambers out of sight ; 
Sometimes his tinkling waters slipt 
Down through a frosweaved forest-crypt, 
Long, sparkUng aisles of steel-stemmed trees 
Bending to counterfeit a breeze ; 
Sometimes the roof no fretwork knew 
But silvery mosses that downward grew ; 
Sometimes it was carved in sharp relief 
With c|[uaint arabesques of ice-fern kaf ; 
Sometimes it was siniply smooth and clear 
For the gladness of heaven to shine through, and 

here 
He had caught the nodding bulrush-tops 
And hung them thickly with diamond drops^ 
That crystalled the beams of moon and sun, 
And made a star of every one : 
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No mortal buildei^s most rare device 
Could match this winter-palace of ice ; 
Twas as if every image that mirrored lay 
In his depths serene through the summer day. 
Each fleeting shadow of earth and sky, 

Lest the happy model should be lost, 
Had been mimicked in fairy masonry 

By the elfin builders of the frost. 

"Within the hall are song and laughter, 

The cheeks of Christmas glow red and jolly, 
And sprouting is every corbel and rafter 

Witn liffhtsome green of ivy and holly ; 
Through tne deep gulf of the chimney wide 
Wallows the Yule-log's roaring tide ; 
The broad flame-pennons droop and flap 

And belly and tug as a flag m the wind ; 
Like a locust shrills the imprisoned sap, 

Hunted to death in its galleries blind ; 
And swift little troops of silent sparks. 

Now pausing, now scattering away as m 
fear. 
Go threading the soot-foresfs tangled darks 

Like herds of startled deer. 

But the wind without was eager and sharp, 
Of Sir Launfal's gray hair it makes a harp, 
And rattles and wrings 
The icy strings, 
Sixiging, m dreary monotone, 
A Christmas carol of its own. 
Whose burden still, as he might guess. 
Was — " Shelterless, shelterless, shelterless 1 " 

The voice of the seneschal flared like a torch 
As he shouted the wanderer away from tibe 
porch, 
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And he sat in iJie gatewsj md nw all ni^ 
Hie great hall-fire, ao cheenr and bold. 
Throng Ihe ifindow-alitB of the casde old. 

Build oat its piera of mddT h^ 

Against the mnft of the cold. 



PABT SECOND. 



Thebe was never a leaf on hmh or tree. 
The bare boughs rattled shndderin^y ; 
The riyer was nomb and cooM not speak. 

For the weaver Winter its shroud had spun ; 
A angle crow on the tree-top bleak 

From his shining feathers shed off the cold son 
Again it was morning, but shrunk and cold. 
As if her veins were sapless and old. 
And she rose up decrepitly 
For a last dim look at earth and sea. 

II. 

Sir Launfal turned from his own hard gate, 

For another heir in his earldom sate ; 

An old, bent man, worn out and frail, 

He came back from seeking the Holy Grail ; 

Little he recked of lus earldom's loss, 

No more on his surcoat was blazoned the cross, 

But deep in his soul the sign he wore, 

The bac^e of the suffering and the poor. 

ni. 

Sir Launfal's raiment thin and spsure 
Was idle nuul 'gainst the barbea air, 
For it was just at the Christznas time ; 
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80 lie iniued, as be sat, of a sunnier dimey 

And sought for a shelter from cold and snow 

In the light and warmth of long-ago ; 

He sees the snake-like caravan crawl 

O'er the edge of the desert, black and smalls 

Then nearer and nearer, till, one by one, 

He can count the camels in the sun. 

As oyer the red-hot sands they pass 

To where, in its slender necklace of grass. 

The little spring lauffhed and leapt in the shade. 

And with its own seu like an infant played. 

And waved its signal ci palms* 

nr. 

^ For Christ's sweet sake, I beg an ahns ;" — 
Hie happy camels may reach 3ie spring, 
But Sir Launfal sees only the grewscHne thing. 
The leper, lank as the rain-blanched bone, 
Hiat cowers bedde him, a tMxig as lone 
And white as the ice-isles of l^rthem seas 
In the desolate horror of his disease. 

And Sir Launfal said, — ^'^ I behold in thee 

An imaee of BSm who died on the tree ; 

Hiou a&o hast had thy crown of thorns, — 

Thou also hast had the world's buffets and sconifi— 

And to thy life were not denied 

The wounds in the hands and feet and side : 

Mild Mar]r's Son, acknowledge me ; 

Behold, through him, I give to thee 1 " 

VI. 

Then the soul of the leper stood up in his eyes 
And locked at Sir Launfal, and straightway ho 

Bemembered in what a haughtier guise 
He had flung an alms to leprode, 
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When he girt his young life up in gilded mail 
And set forth in search of the Holy GraiL 
The heart within him was ashes and dust; 
He parted in twain his single crust, 
He oroke the ice on the streamlet's brink. 
And gave the leper to eat and drink, 
Twas a mouldy crust of coarse brown bread, 

Twas water out of a wooden bowl, — 
Yet with fine wheaten bread was the leper fed, 

j^nd 'twas red wine he drank with his thuity 
soul. 

vn. 

As Sir Launfal mused with a downcast face, 

A light shone round about the place ; 

The leper no longer crouched at his side. 

But stood before him glorified, 

Shining and tall and tair and straight 

As the pillar that stood by the Beautiful Gate,-^ 

Himselr the Gate whereby men can 

Enter the temple of God in Man. 

vm. 

His words were shed softer ihan leaves firom tha 

pine, 
And they feH on Ba Launfal as snows on the brine, 
Which mingle their softness and quiet in one 
With the sluiggy unrest they float down upon j 
And the voice that was calmer than silence said, 
** Lo it is I, be not afraid I 
In many climes, without avail, 
Thou hast spent thy life for the Holy Grail; 
Behold it is here, — ^this cup which thou 
Didsl fill at the streamlet for me but now ; 
This crust is my body broken for thee. 
This water £Gs blood that died on the tree ; 
The Holy Supper is kept, indeed, 
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In whatBO we share witih another^s need ; 
Not what we eive, but what we share, — 
For the gift without the eiver is bare ; 
Who gives himself with his ahns feeds threey-^- 






Himself, his hnngering neighbor, and me." 



Sir Lann&l awoke as from a swoimd : — 
^ The Grail in my castle here is found I 
Hang my idle armor up on the wall, 
Let it be the spider^s banquet hall ; 
He must be fenced with stronger mail 
Wlio would seek and find the Holy GraiL' 



The castle gate stands open now, 

And the wanderer is welcome to the hall 
As the hangbird is to the elm-tree bough ; 

No longer scowl the turrets tall, 
The Smnmer^s long siege at last is o'er ; 
When the firat poor outcast went in at the door. 
She entered wim him in disguise. 
And mastered the fortress by suiprise ; 
There is no spot she loves so well on ground, 
She lingers and smiles there the whole year round 
The meanest serf on Sir Launfal's land. 
Has hall and bower at his command ; 
And there's no poor man in the North Countree 
But is lord of the earldom as much as he. 



NOTB.— Aocordinff to tiie mythology of the Romanoon, th« 
San Greal, or Holy Grail, was the cup ont of which Jesus wnt- 
took of the last supper with his disciples. It was brought into 
Bngland by Joseph of Arimathea, and remained there, an ob- 
ject of pilgrimage and adoration, for many years in the keeping 
nf his linml descendants. It was incumbent upon those who 
had charge of it to be chaste in thought, word, and deed; but 
one of the keepers having broken this condition, the Holy Grail 
iisappeared. I'Tom that time it was a IkTorite enterprise of tbi 
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kni^ts of ArthorHi court to go In ssutdi ot it* Sir 
was at last ■neoonAxI in fin Aug it, u may be raad in flie 
teenth book of tbe Bomaiuse of Ktag Irdrar. TonnjHm has 
made Stc Galahad the sobjeet of one of ttie moot exuniritu of hii 
poems. 

Tlie plot (if I rasT give that name to any ttiing so sB|^t) of 
the foangdix^ poem u my own. and, to serve its purposes, I Iwpi 
enlarged the drele of eompetition in seareli of ttie ndraenloot 
enp in soeh a manner as to Jnelnde, not only odier persons ttiaa 
the heroes of tlie Bonnd Tsble, but also a perkid of tfiM n^ 
■eqonnt to flto date of King Artiivr^ zrign. 
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